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tixc  laus,  hie  apex  Sapien- 
tiae  eft  ea  viventem  |}p- 
peterei  ..quae  morienti 
forent  dpfpetehda. 


H — = 

T O 

My  much  Honoured, 


and  no  lefs  truly  beloved  Friend, 


My  dear  Friend, 

YO  Z)  have  put  the  Theorboe  into 
my  hand,  and  I have  played  f You 
gave  the  Mufician  the  firji  encou- 
ragement $ the  Mufick  returneth 
to  you  for  Patronage.  Had  it  been  a light 
Air , no  doubt  but  it  had  taken  the  mojl 
and  among  them  the  worjl ; but  being  a -Grave 
Strain , nij  hopes  are , that  it  will  pleaje 
the  bejl , and  among  them  you.  Toyifh  Aires 
pleafe  trivial  Ears  \ they  kifs  the  Fancy , and 
betray  it.  They  cry , Hail,  Jirjl  $ and  after, 

A 2 Cm- 


Crucifie : Let  Dorrs  delight  to  i turner  d 
themfelves  in  dung. , whiljb  Eagles  porn  fo 
poor  a Game  as  Flies.  Sir , you  have  Art 
and  Candour  $ let  the  one  judgey  let  the  Q- 
ther  excufe, 
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Friend, 


B^J.  dVJ$iL£S. 


TO  THE 


AlSi  Embleme  is  but  a filent  Parable* 
Let  not  the  tender  eye  check,  to 
fee  the  allufion  to  our  blefled  Sa- 
viour figufed  in  thefe  Types.  In  Ho«,y 
Scripture  he  is  fometimes  called  a Sower  | 
fometimes  a Fifher  5 fometimes  a Phyfici- 
an  : And  why  not  prefented  fo  as  well  to 
the  eye  as  to  the  ear  ? Before  the  know- 
ledge of  Letters  God  was  known  by  Hie- 
roglyphich.  And  indeed  what  are  the 
Heavens,  the  Earth,  nay,  every  Creature, 
but  Hieroglyphicks  and  Emblems*  of  his 
Glory?  I have  no  more  to  fay,  I wiln 
thee  a§  tnuch  pleafure  in  the  Reading,  a» 
I had  in  writing.  Farewel  READ  tax. 


* 


BY  Fathers  back'd,  by  Holy  Writ  led  oft: 
Thou fhewfiawayto  Heav’n  by  Helicon* 
The  Mufes  Font  is  confecrate  by  Thee , 

And  Poefie,  baptiz'd  Divinity  : 

Blefl foul  that  here  embark'Jhthou fail'd  apace, 

2 is  hard  to  fay , mov  d more  by  Wit  or  Grace , 
Each  Mtife  fo  plies  her  Oar  : But  0,  the  Sail 
Is  fill’d  from  Heaven  with  a Diviner  Gale  : 
When  Poets  prove  Divines,  why  fi/ould  not  I 
Approve  in  Verfe  this  divine  Poetry  } 

Let  this  fuffice  to  licence  thee  the  Prefs  : 

I mufi  no  more^  nor  could  the  Truth  fay  lefs v ! 


Sic  approbavit 


RICH.  LOVE 


Procan.  Cantabrigienfis . 


fot  Flores  QUARLES,  quot  Paradifm  habet. 

Le&ori  bene  male-volo. 

jr. 

gui  legit  ex  Horto  hoc  Flores , Qui  carpit,  uterque 
Jure  poteft  Violas  dicere,  jure  Rofas, 

Non  e Parnaffo  VI 0 LAM,  Feftive  ROsETO 
Carpit  Apollo,  magis  quae  lit  amoena,  RO  S A M. 
Ouot  Verfuf  VIOLAS  legit ; 8i  Quern  verba  locutum 
Credis,  verba  dedit  : Nam  dedi't  tile  ROSAS. 
Utque  Ego  non  dicam  haec  VIOLAS  fuaviffima  $ 7 ute 
Ipfe  facis  VIOL  AS,  Livide  fi  violas, 

Nam  velut  e V 1 0 L I S fibi  fugit  Aranea  virus: 

Vertis at  in  fuccos  Hasque  RO  SA  Sque  tuos. 

Quas  violas  Mufas,  V 10  LAS  puto,  quafque  recufas 
Pente  tuo  rofas , has,  reor,  efie  ROSAS , 

. Sic  rofas,  facis  effe  ROSA  S,  dum,  Zoile,  rodis : 

Sic  facies  has  V 10  L A S,  Ltvide,  dum  violas . 


Brent  Hall , 1^34 

A 4 EDW.  BENLGWES, 
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THE 

FIRST  BOOK. 

The  INVOCATION . 

ROwze  thee,  my  Soul  * and  drein  thee  from  the  dregs 
Of  vulgar  thoughts : Screw  up  the  hightned  pegs 
Of  thy  fublime  Theorboe  four  notes  higher. 

And  higher  yet,  that  fo,  the  fhrill-mouth  d Quire 
Of  fwift. wing’d  Seraphims  may  come  and  joy n. 

And  make  thyConfort  more  than  half  divine. 

Invoke  no  Mufe ; Let  Heav’n  be  thine  Apollo 
And  let  his  facred  Influences  hallow 
Thy  high-bred  ftrains.  Let  his  full  beams  infpue 
Thy  ravilhed  brains  with  more  heroick  fire  : 

Snatch  thee  a Quill  from  the  fpread  Eagles  wing. 
And,  like  the  morning  Lark,  mount  up  and  ling: 

Call  off  thefe  dangling  plummets,  that  lo  clog 
Thy  lab’ring  heart,  which  gropes  in  this  dark  log 
Of  dungeon  earth*  let  flefti  and  blood  forbear 
To  flop  thy  flight,  till  this  bafe  world  appear 
A thin  blue  Landskip : Let  thy  pinions  soar 
So  high  a pitch,  that  men  may  feem.no  more 
Than  Pifmires  crawling  on  this  Mole-hill  earth, 

Thv  ear  untroubled  with  their  Frantick  mirth  * 
let*  not  the  frailty  of  thy  flefh  difturb 

Thy  new-concluded  peace ; Let  Reafon  curb 

Thy  hoc  mouth’d  Paffion;  and  let  heav  n s fire  feafo® 
The  frelh  conceits  of  thy  correfted  Reafon. 

Difdain  to  warm  thee  at  lulls  fmoaky  fires,  . 

Scorn,  Scorn  to  feed  on  thy  o.d  oioat  delire- . 

Come,  come  my  Soul,  hoile  up  thy  higher  fails. 

The  wind  blows  fair  * Shall  we  ftill  creep  like 
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That  glide  their  ways  with  their  own  Native  flimesj 
No,  we  mud  fly  like  Eagles,  and  our  Rhimes 
Muft  mount  to  Heav’n,  and  reach  th’  Olympick  Ear  5 
Our  Heav’n-blown  fire  mud  feek  no  other  Sphear. 

Thou  great  Theanthropos , that  giv’d  and  ground’d 
Thy  gifts  in  dud,  and  from  our  dunghil  crown’d 
Refle&ing  honour,  taking  by  retail, 

What  thou  had  giv’n  in  grofs,  from  lapfed,  frail, 

And  finful  man  : That  drink’ft  full  draughts,  wherein 
Thy  Childrens  leprous  fingers,  fcurf’d  with  fin, 
Havepadled  *,  Cleanfe,  O cleanfe  my  crafty  Soul 
From  fecret  crimes,  and  let  my  thoughts  controul 
My  thoughts:  O,  teach  me  ftoutly  to  deny 
My  felf,  that  I may  be  no  longer  I : 

Enrich  my  Fancy,  clarifie  my  thoughts, 

Refine  my  drofs ; O,  wink  at  human  faults ; 

And  through  the  (lender  Condutt  of  my  Quill 
Convey  thy  Currant,  whofe  clear  dreams  may  fill 
The  hearts  of  men  with  love,  their  tongues  with  praife  : 
Crown  me  with  Glory,  take  who  lid  the  Bayes. 


/ 
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JAM. 


14. 


- 


Every  man  is  tempted , when  he  is  drawn  a~ 
way  by  bis  owtt  luji  ttwd  enticed* 

$ CVt)  ^ lit  * 

Sen.  K T Ot  eat  ? Not  tafte  ? Not  touch  ? Not  caft  an  eye 
N Upon  the  fruit  ofthisfair  Tree  ? And  why? 
Why  eat’ft  thou  not  what  Heav’n  ordain’d  for  food  . 

Or  fean’ft  thou  think  that  bad  which  Heav’n  called  Good , 
Why  was  it  made  if  not  to  be  enjoy’d  ? 

Negleft  of  favours  makes  a favour  void : 

Bieflings  unus’d,  pervert  into  a Waft, 

As  well  as  Surfeits  5 Woman,  Do  but  tail  : 

See  how  the  laden  boughs  make  filent  fuic  . 

To  be  enjoy’d  •,  look  how  their  bending  fruit 
Meet  thee  half-way  : Obferve  but  how  they  crouch 
To  kifs  thy  hand-.  Coy  woman,  Do  but  touch : 

Mark  what  a pure  vermilion  blufh  has  dy  d 
Their  fwelling  cheeks,  and  how  for  ftiame  they  hide 
Their  palfie  heads  to  fee  themfelves  ftand  by 
Neglefted : Woman,  Do  but  caft  an  eye.  , 

What  bounteous  Heav’n  ordain  d for  ufe,  refute  not; 
Come,  pull  and  cat:  Y’  abufe  the  thing  ye  ufe  not. 

Eve.  Wifeft  ot  Beafts,  our  great  Creator  did 
Referve  this  Tree  and  this  alone  forbid  ; 

The  reft  are  freely  ours,  which  doubtlefs  are 
As  pleafing  to  the  taft  ; to  th’  eye  as  fair  : 

But  touching  this  his  ftrift  commands  are  fuch, 

’Tis  death  to  taft,  no  lefs  than  death  to  touch. 

Serf.  Pifh;  Death’s  a fable:  Did  not  Heav’n  infpire 
Tour  equal  Elements  with  living  Fire  : 
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Blown  from  the  fpring  of  life  ? Is  not:  that  breath 
Immortal  ? Come^  ye  are  as  free  from  death 
As  he  that  made  ye.  Can  the  flames  expire 
Which  he  has  kindled  ? Can  ye  quench  his  fire  ? 

Did  not  the  great  Creatours  voice  proclaim 
Whafere  he  made  (from  the  blue  fpangled  frame 
To  the  poor  leaf  that  trembles ) very  good  ? 

Bleflhe  not  both  the  Feeder  and  the  Food  ? 

Tell,  tell  me  then,  what  danger  can  accrue 
From  fuch  bleft  Food,  to  fuch  half  gods  as  you  ? 

Curb  needlefs  fears,  and  let  no  fond  conceit 
Abufe  your  freedom*  Woman  take  and  eat. 

Eve . Tis  true,  we  are  immortal ; death  is  yet 
Unborn,  and  till  Rebellion  make  it  debt, 

Undue  5 I know  the  fruit  is  good,  until 
Prefumptuous  difobedience  make  it  ill. 

The  lips  that  open  to  this  Fruit's  a Portal 
To  let  in  death  and  make  immortal  mortal. 

Serp.  You  cannot  die^  come  Woman, tafie, and  fear  not : 
Eve . Shall  Eve  tranfgrefs  ? I dare  not,  O I dare  not» 
S'erjo.Afraid  ? Why  draw’ll  thou  back  thy  tim’rous  arm? 
Harm  only  falls  on  fuch  as  fear  a harm. 

Heav’n  knows  and  fears  the  virtue  of  this  Tree  : 

Twill  make  ye  perfeft  Gods  as  well  as  He. 

Stretch  forth  thy  hand,  and  Jet  thy  fondnefs  never 
Fear  death : Do,  pull,  and  eat,  and  live  for  ever. 

Eve . Tis  but  an  Apple  *,  and  it  is  as  good 
To  do  as  to  defire.  Fruit’s  made  for  food  : 

111  pull,  and  talle,  and  tempt  my  Adam  too 
To  know  the  fecrets  of  this  Dainty,  Serp . Do. 


S.  CHRYS. 


r 
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S.  CHRYS.  fup.  Matth. 

He  forced  him  not : He  touched  him  not : Only  faid,  Call 
thy  felf  down  •,  that  we  may  know,  that  whomever  obeyeth 
the  Devil  cajieth  himjelf  down  : For  the  Devil  may  fuggeftt 
compell  be  cannot. 

S.  BERN.  inSer. 

It  is  the  Devil's  part  to  fuggeft  t Ours , not  to  confent.  As 
oft  as  we  refift  him , jo  often  we  overcome  him  : as  often  as 
we  overcome  him3fo  often  we  bring  joy  to  the  Angels 9 and  glory 
to  God , who  oppofeth  us7  that  we  may  contend , and  affiftetb 
us 2 that  we  may  conquer . 


EPIG.  1. 

Unlucky  Parliament!  Wherein  atlaft, 

Both  Houfesare  agreed,  and  firmly  part 
An  aft  of  death  confirm’d  by  higher  Powers  ^ 
Q had  it  had  but  fuch  fuecefs  as  Ours! 


/ 
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II. 

JAMES  i.  1 5. 

Then  when  lujl  hath  conceived,  it  bringeth 
forth  fin  5 and  fin  when  it  is finijhed  bring - 
eth  forth  death. 

1 

T Ament,  lament;  took*  look,  what  thou  haft  done : 
lament  the  world’s,  Lament  thy  owneftate: 

Look,  look,  by  doing  how  thou  art  undone ; 

Lament  thy  fail,  lament  thy  change  of  State  .* 

Thy  faith  is  broken,  and  thy  freedom  gone, 

See,  See  too  foon,  what  thou  lament’ft  toolate* 

O thou  that  wert  fo  many  men,  nay,  ail  ‘ 4- 
Abridg’d  in  one,  how  has  thy  defp’rate  fall 
Dertroy’d  thy  unborn  feed,  deftroy’d  thy  felf  withal? 

2 

Uxorious  Adam,  whom  thy  Maker  made 
Equal  to  Angels  that  excel  in  pow’r, 

What  halt  thou  done?  O why  haft  thou  obey’d 
Thy  own  deftruftion  ? Like  a new-cropt  flower. 

How  does  the  glory  of  thy  beauty  fade! 

How  are  thy  fortunes  blafted  in  an  hour  ! 

How  art  thou  cow’d  that  haft  the  pow’r  to  quell ' 
The  fpite  of  new  fai’n  Angels,  baffle  Hell , 

And  vie  with  thofe  that  flood, and  vatiquifh  thofe  that  fell 

3 

See  how  the  world  (whofe  chart  and  pregnant  womb 
Ot  late  conceiv’d,  and  brought  forth  nothing  ill^j 

B is 

j „ :=r;i.  - ■ ' 

L - 
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Is  now  degenerated,  and  become 

A bafe  Adulcerefs,  whofe  ialfe  births  do  fill 
The  earth  with  Monfters,  Monfters  that  do  rome 
And  rage  about,  and  make  a trade  to  kill : 

Now  Glutt’ny  paunches  $ Luft  begins  to  fpawn*, 
Wrath  takes  revenge,  and  Avarice  a pawn  ^ 

Pale  Envy  pines,  Pride  fwellsl  and  Sloth  begins  to  yawn. 

4 ' . ‘ 

* 

The  Air  that  wifperd,  now  begins  to  rore  ; 

And  bluftring  Boreas  blows  the  boyling  Tide  ^ 

The  white  mouth’d  Water  now  ufurps  the  fhore. 

And  fcorns  the  pow'r  of  her  tridentaf  guide  •, 

The  fire  now  bums,  that  did  but  warm  before. 

And  rules  her  Ruler  with  refiftlefs  Pride  : 

Fire,  Water,  Earth,  and  Air,  that  firft  were  made 
To  be  lubdu’d,  fee  how  they  now  invade  * (obey’d. 
They  rule  whom  once  they  ferv’d,  command  where  once 

5 \ 

Behold  $ that  nakednefs,  that  late  bewray  d 
Thy  glory,  now’s  become  thy  fliame,  thy  wonder  $ 
Behold  ; thofe  trees  whofe  various  fruits  were  made 
For  food,  now  turn’d  a (hade  to  ftirowd  thee  under  \ j 
Behold  ; that  voice  (which  thou  haft  difobey’d) 

That  late  was  mufick,  now  affrights  like  thunder : 
Poor  man ! Are  not  thy  joynts  grown  fore  with  fha- 1 
To  view  th*  effeft  of  thy  bold  undertaking,  (king 

That  in  one  hour  did'ft  marr  what  heav’n  fix  days  was 

(making  ? I 


s.  AUG 


IX 
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S.  AUGUST,  lib.  I.  de  lib.  arbic: 

It  is  a moft  juft  punifhment , that  man  fhould  lofe  that  free- 
iom  which  man  could  not  ufe,  yet  had  power  to  keep , if  he 
would : and  that  he  who  had  knowledge  to  do,  what  was 
right, and  did  not, fhould  be  deprived  of  the  knowledge  of  what 
was  right-,  fy  that  he  who  would  not  do nghteoufly,when  he  had 
thepower,  jhould  lofe  the  power  to  do  it,  when  he  had  the  WilL 

H U G O de  anima. 

They  are  juftlypumfhed  that  abuje  lawful  things,  but  they 
are  mofi jufily  punifhed,that  ufe  unlawful  things  : Thm  Luci- 
fer fell  from  Heaven  s Thus  Adam  loft  his  Paradife, 


I 

| 


E F I G.  2 . 

See  how  thefe  fruitful  kernels,  being  ca ft 
Upon  the  earth,  how  thick  they  fpring  i how  faft  l 
A full  ear’d  crop  and  thriving,  rank  and  proud ; 
Prepoft’rous  man  firft  fow’d,  and  then  he  plough’d. 


f 
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III. 

\ ■ ' ■ 1 ■'  ' ■ v 

PR.  O V.  14.  13. 

Even  in  laughter  the  heart  is  firrowful , and 
the  end  of  that  mirth  is  heavinefs . 

1 

A Las  fond  Child, 

How  are  thy  thoughts  beguil’d 
To  hope  for  honey  from  a neft  of  wafps  ? 

Thou  may’ll  as  well 
Go  feek  for  eafe  in  Hell, 

Or  Uprightly  Neftar  from  the  mouths  ot  afps. 


The  world’s  a hive. 

From  whence  thou  can'll  derive 
No  good,  but  what  thy  fouls  vexation  brings  * 
Put  cale  thou  meet 
Some  petti-petti-fweet, 

Each  drop  is  guarded  with  a thoufand  lungs. 


I . 

Why  doll  thou  make 
Thefe  murm’ring  troops  forfake 
1 - The  fate  protection  of  their  waxen  homes  i 
Their  hive  contains 
No  fweet  that’s  worth  thy  pains ; 

• There’s  nothing  here,  alas,  but  empty  combes. 

! 4 
For  tralb  and  toys, 

And  grief  ingen’dring  joys, 
j B 3 


1 ^ 


What 


% . 
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What  torment  feems  too  (harp  for  fleflt  and  blood ! 

What  bitter  pills. 

Compos’d  of  real  Ills, 

Men  fwallow  down  to  purchafe  one  falfe  good  S 

5 

The  dainties  here, 

Are  lead  what  they  appear ; 

Though  fweet  in  hopes,  yet  in  fruition  fowre ; 

The  fruit  that’s  yellow, 

Is  found  not  always  mellow ; 

The  faireft  Tulip’s  not  the  fweetefl  flower. 

6 

Fond  youth  give  ore, 

And  vex  thy  foul  no  more 
In  feeking  what  were  better  far  unfound ; 

Alas!  Thy  gains 
Are  only  prefent  pains 
To  gather  Scorpions  for  a future  wound, 

7 

What’s  earth  f Or  in  it, 

That  longer  than  a minute, 

Can  lend  a free  delight  that  can  erjdure  ? 

O who  would  droil. 

Or  delve  in  fuch  a foil, 
w here  gain’s,  uncertain  and  the  pain  is  fure  i 


S,  AUGUST, 
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Sweetness  in  temporal  matters  is  deceitful:  It  is  a labour p 

awtetual  fear  \ it  U a dangerous  pleasure,  whofe  beginning 

U without  providence, and wbofe end  u not  without  repentance. 

HUGO. 

u,„„ h an  mtkiK fta/im, <r  bafi*rl 
tS/ta  m,abju  i . her  hurt,  mJ  «M  <"  to  t«h 


5' 


E P I G4  „ 

What,  Cupid , are  thy  (hafts  already  made  ? 

And  Peeking  honey,  to  fet  up  thy  trade 
True  Embleme  of  thy  fweers  1 Thy  Bees  ao 
Hon'ey  in  their  mouths,  but  in  their  tails  a fling. 

E 4 
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IV. 

PSALM  62.  9. 

To  be  laid  in  the  balance , it  is  altogether 


PUt  in  another  weight : Tis  yet  too  light : 

And  yet,  fond  Cupid,  put  another  in  ; 

And  yet  another : Still  there’s  under  weight : 

Puc  in  another  hundred  : Put  again  } 

Add  world  to  world  •,  then  heap  a thoufand  more 
To  that,  then  to  renew  thy  wafted  ftore. 

Take  up  more  worlds  on  truft,  to  draw  thy  balance  lower* 


Put  in  the  flefh  with  all  her  loads  of  pleafure  ^ 
Put  in  great  Mammon's  endlefs  inventory  } 
Put  in  the  ponderous  afts  of  Mighty  Q^far  : 

Put  in  the  greater  weight  of  Sweden's  glory; 
Add  Sam's  gauntlet^  put  in  Plato's  gown: 


Their  higher  hopes,  and  place  tneir  mie  joy 
Upon  fuch  airy  trafh,  upon  io  light  a toy  . 


. lighter  than  vanity. 


I 


% 


3 

« _ t*hiv  which  day  and  night. 


Thou 


i8 
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Thou  holy  Impofture,  how  hafl  thou  befoofd 
The  tribe  of  Man  with  counterfeit  defire ! 

How  has  the  breath  of  thy  falfe  bellows  cool’d 
Heav’ns  free  born  flame,  and  kindled  baftard  fire  ! 
How  haft  thou  vented  drofs  inftead  of  treafure, 
And  cheated  men  with  thy  falfe  weights  and  meafure. 
Proclaiming  bad  for  good}  & gildingdeath  with  pleafure  1 


5 


The  world’s  a crafty  Strumpet  moft  affefling, 

And  clofely  following  thofe  that  moft  rejett  her  * 
But  feeming  carelefs,  nicely  difrefpefting 
And  coyly  flying  thofe  that  moft  affeft  her  : 

If  thou  be  free,  fhe’s  ftrange,  if  ftrange  fhe’s  free* 
Flee,  and  fhe  follows } follow  and  fhe’JI  flee : 
Than  fhe  there’s  none  more  coy,  there’s  none  more  fond 

( than  fhe. 


6 


O what  a Crocodilian  world  is  this, 

Compos’d  of  treacheries,  and  infnaring  wiles  * 

She  cloathes  deftru&ion  in  a formal  kifs, 

And  lodges  death  in  her  deceitful  fmiles } 

She  hugs  the  foul  fhe  hates  *,  and  there  does  prove 
The  veryeft  tyrant,  where  fhe  vows  to  love. 

And  is  a Serpent  moft,  when  moft  fhe  Teems  a Dove. 

n 

/ % 

Thrice  happy  he,  whofe  nobler  thoughts  defpife 
To  make  an  objeft  of  fo  eafie  gains } 

Thrice  happy  he,  who  fcorns  fo  poor  a price 
Should  be  the  crown  of  his  heroick  pains : 

Thrice  happy  he,  that  ne’er  was  born  to  try 
Her  frowns  or  fmiles : or  being  born,  did  lie 
In  his  fad  nurfes  arms  an  hour,  or  two,  and  die. 

S.  AUGUST 
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0 you  that  dote  upon  this  world, for  What  viffory  do  ye  fight  l 
Tour  hopes  can  be  crowned  with  no  greater  reward,  than  the 
world  can  give ; and  what  is  the  world  but  a brittle  thing  full 
of  dangers, wherein  we  travel  from  leffer  to  greater  Perl*s  • ® 
let  all  her  vain, light,  momentary  glory,  pertjh with her  felf, 
and  let  us  beconverfant  with  more  eternal  things.  Alas  this 
world  is  infer  able \ life  Hjbort,  and  death  is  Jure. 


E P I G.  4. 

My  foul,  what’s  lighter,  than  a feather  ? Wind.  . 

Than  wind  ? The  fire.  And  what,  than  fire  ? The  mind. 
What’s  lighter  than  the  mind  ? A thought.  Than  thought. 
This  bubble  world.  What,  than  this  bubble  ? Nought. 
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V. 

i Cor.  7.  3r* 

Ihefafhion  of  this  World  pajfeth  away. 

GOne  are  thofe  golden  days,  wherein 

Pale  Conference  darted  not  at  ugly  fin  : 

When  good  old  Saturn's  peaceful  Throne 
Was  unufurped  by  his  beardlefs  Son  : 

When  jealous  Ops  ne’er  fear’d  th’  abufe 
Of  her  chaff  bed,  or  breach  of  nuptial  Truce: 
When  juft  Aftr&ct  pois’d  her  Scales 
In  mortal  hearts,  whofe  abfence  earth  bewails. 
When  froth-born  l/ems  and  her  brat. 

With  all  that  fpurious  brood  Young  Jove begar. 

In  horrid  fhapes  were  yet  unknown  5 
Thofe  Halcyon  days,  that  golden  age  is  gone. 

There  was  no  Client  then  to  wait 
The  leifureof  this  long  tail’d  Advocate-, 

The  Talion  Law  was  in  requeft, 

And  Chanc’ry  Courts  were  kept  in  ev’ry  bread : 
Abufed  Statutes  had  no  Tenters, 

And  men  could  deal  fecure  without  Indentures; 

There  was  no  peeping  hole  to  clear 
The  wittais  eye  from  his  incarnate  fear  -t 
There  were  no  luftful  Cinders  then 
To  broil  the  Carbonado’d  hearts  of  men : 

The  rofie  cheeks  d,id  then  proclaim 
A fhamc  of  Guilt,  but  not  a guilt  offhame : 

There  was  no  whining  foul  to  ftart 
At  Cupid’s  twang,  or  curie  his  flaming  dart ; 

The  Boy  had  then  but  callow  wings, 

And  fell  Erhvjs  Scorpions  had  eo  fling.; 
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The  better-afied  world  did  move 
Upon  the  fixed  poles  of  truth  and  Love. 

Love  eflene’d  in  the  hearts  of  men ! 

Then  Reafon  rul'd,  there  was  no  paflion  then  • 

Till  Lull  and  rage  began  to  enter, 

Love  the  Circumference  was,  and  Love  the  Center ; * 
Until  the  wanton  days  of  Jove 
The  Ample  world  was  all  compos’d  of  Love  y 
But  Jove  grew  fleftily,  falfe,  unjuft  5 
Inferiour  beauty  fill’d  his  veins  with  luft : 

And  Cucquean  Juno's  fury  hurl’d 
Fierce  balls  of  rape  into  th’  inceftuous  world  : 
jfftrdta  fled,  and  love  return’d 
From  earth,  earth  boyl’d  with  luft,  with  rage  it  burn’d. 
And  ever  fince  the  world  hath  been 
Kept  going  with  the  fcourge  of  Luft  and  Spleen, 


S.  AM  BROS, 
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Luft  is  a jharp  fpur  to  vice,  which  always putteth  the  af. 
feftions  into  a falfe  gallop. 

HUGO.  ^ 

Luft  U an  immoderate  wantonnefs  of  the  flefl)y  afweet  poy ** 
fon y a cruel  peftilence , a pernicious  poyfon , which  weakneth 
the  body  of  Man%  and  effeminatetbtheftrength  of  an  heroick 
mind . 

S.  A U G U S T. 

Envy  tithe  hatred  of  another  s felicity : in  refpeft  of  Super! *> 
ours,  becauje  they  are  not  equal  to  them ; in  refpeU  of  Inferi - 
ours,  left  hefhould  be  equal  to  them ; inrefpeli F of  equals , 
bccaufe  they  are  equal  to  them:  Through  envy  proceeded  the 
fall  of  the  world , and  death  of  Chrift . 


E P I G. 

What,  Cupid9  mull  the  world  be  lafh’d  fofoon? 
But  made  Ht  morning  and  be  whipt  at  noon  ? 

’Tis  like  the  wagg,  that  plays  with  Vcvm:  -Doves, 
The  more  *cis  lath’d,  the  more  perrerfe  it  proves* 
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ECCLES.  2. 17. 

All  is  vanity  and  vexation  of  Spirit, 

\ 

t 

HOvv  is  the  anxious  foul  of  man  befoord 
In  his  defire. 

That  thinks  an  Heftick  fever  may  be  cool’d 
In  flames  of  fire  ? 

Or  hopes  to  rake  full  heaps  of  burniftfd  gold 
From  nafly  mire  1 

A whining  Lover  may  as  well  requefi 
A fcornful  bread  ' 

To  melt  in  gentle  tears,  as  woe  the  world  for  reft 

2 

Let  wit,  and  all  her  ftudied  plots  effeft 
The  beft  they  can  ; 

| Let  fmiling  Fortune  profper  and  perfect 
What  wit  began, 

| Let  earth  advife  with  both,  and  fo  pro;e& 

A happy  man  ; 

i Let  w^t  or  fawning  Fortune  vie  their  beft ; 

He  may  be  bleft 

With  all  that  earth  can  give; but  earth  can  give  no 

3 . ' 

Whofe  gold  is  double  with  a careful  handy 
Hh  cares  are  double* 
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The  Pleafure,  Honour,  Wealth  of  Sea  and  Land 
Bring  but  a trouble  9 

The  World  it  fell,  and  all  the  Worlds  command  5 
Ts  but  a bubble. 

The  ftrong  defires  of  mans  initiate  bread 
May  (land  polled 

Of  all  that  Earth  can  give;  but  earth  can  give  no  re  .. 

1 

4 ■ - 

The  World’s  a feeming  Par’dife,  but  her  own 
And  man’s  tormentor ; 

Appearing  fix’d,  yet  but  a rolling  (tone 
Without  a tenter  5 

It  is  a vaft  Circumference,  where  none 
Can  find  a Center. 

Of  more  than  Earth,  can  Earth  make  none  po.ielt  5 

And  he  that  leaft  . _ , „ 

Regards  this  reftlefs  World, fhall  in  this  World  find  reft. 

5 

True  reft  confifts  not  in  the  oft  revying 
Of  worldly  drofs  j 

Earth’s  miry  purchafe  is  not  worth  the  buying 

Her  gain  is  lofs ; j 

Her  reft  but  giddy  toil,  if  not  relying 
Upon  her  crofs. 

How  worldlings  droil  for  trouble!  That  fondbreaft 

That  is  poffefs’d  ...  n 

Of  Earth  without  a crofs,  has  Earth  without  a reft. 
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C A S S.  in  Pf. 

The  Crofs  is  the  invincible  ftnfatary  of  the  hunible  : The 
dejeljion  of  the  proud,  the  victory  of  Cbrifi , the  dejlruifion 
of  the  devil,  the  confirmation  of  the  faithful,  the  death  of 
the  unbeliever,  the  life  of  the  juji* 

i 

DAMASCENE 

the  Crofs  of  Chrijl  it  the  hey  of  Paradife ; the  weak  mans 

(laff } the  Converts  convoy  *,  the  upright  Mans  perfeftkn  % the 

foul  and  bodies  health  y the  prevention  of  all  evil,  and  the 

procurer  of  all  good, 

* 

. V 


EPIG.  6. 
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Worldlings,  whofe  whimpering  folly  holds  the  lodes 
Of  honour,  pleafure,  health,  and  wealth  fuch  erodes. 
Look  here,  and  tell  me,  what  your  Arms  engrofs  5 
When  the  beft  end  of  what  he  hugg’s  a croft; 
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VII. 

i ■ , 

i PET.  5.  8. 

Be  fober,  be  vigilant,  becaufe  your  Adver- 

jary  the  Devil  as  a roaring  Lion  walketh 

about , feeking  whom  he  may  devour. 

% 

I 

WHy  doft  thou  fuffer  ruftful  doth  to  creep. 

Dull  Cyprian  Lad,  into  thy  wanton  throws  i 
Is  this  a time  to  pay  thine  Idle  Vows 
At  Morpheus  flirine  ? Is  this  a time  to  deep 
Thy  brains  in  wafteful  (lumbers?  up  and  rouze 
Thy  leaden  fpirit : Is  this  a time  to  deep  ? 

Adjourn  thy  fanguine  dreams,  awake,  arife. 

Call  in  thy  thoughts ; and  let  them  all  advife, 

IJad’ft  thou,  as  many  heads,  as  thou  haft  vyounded  eyc§, 

2 

Look,  Look,  what  horrid  furies  do  await 
Thy  flattering  dumbers!  If  thy  drowzy  head 
But  chance  to  nod,  thou  fail’d:  into  a bed 
Of  fulph’rcus  flames,  whole  tormenrs  want  a date. 

Fond  boy,  be  wife,  let  not  thy  thoughts  be  fed 
With  Phrygian  wifdom ; fools  are  wife  too  late ; 
Beware  betimes,  and  let  thy  reafqn  fever 
Thofe  gates  which  paflion  clos’d  ^ wake  now  or  never 
For  if  thou  nod’ft  thou  fail’d,  and  falling  falfft  for  ever, 

C 3 Mark? 
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Mark,  how  the  ready  hands  of  death  prepare : 

His  bow  is  bent,  and  he  hath  notch’d  his  dart  ■, 

He  aims,  he  levels  at  thy  flumb’ring  heart ; 

The  wound  is  porting,  O be  wife,  beware. 

What  ? has  the  voice  of  danger  loft  the  arc 
To  raife  the  fpirit  of  tjeglefted  care  ? 

Well,  fleep  thy  fill,  and  take  thy  foft  repofes  5 
But  knovy  withal,  fweet  tarts  have  fowre  clofes 
\ And  he  repents  in  thorns,  that  fleeps  in  beds  of  rofps. 


Yet,  lluggard,  wake,  and  gull  thy  Soul  no  more 

With  Earth’s  falfe  pleafure,  and  the  worlds  delight, 
Whofe  fruit  is  fair,  and  pleafing  to  the  fight, 

But  fowre  in  tafte,  falfe  as  the  putrid  core  : 

Thy  flaring  glafs  is  gems  at  her  half  light, 

She  makes  thee  feeming  rich,  but  truly  poor : 

She  boafts  a kernel  and  beftovvs  a fliell ; 

Performs  an  inch  of  her  fair  promis'd  ell  : 

Her  words  proteft  a Heaven ; her  vyorks  produce  an  hell. 


0 thou  the  fountain  of  whpfe  better  part, 

Is  earth’d  and  gravell’d  up  with  vain  defire  : 

That  daily  waljow’ft  in  the  flefhly  mire 
And  bafe  pollution  of  a luftful  heart, 

That  feel’ftno  paflton,  but  in  wanton  fire. 

And  own’d  no  torment  but  in  Cupid’s  dart ; 

Behold  thy  type  : Thou  fitt’ft  upon  this  ball 
Of  earth,  fecure,  while  Death  that  flings  at  all. 
Stands  arm’d  to  rtrike  thee  down,  where  flames  attend 
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(thy  fall. 

S.  BERN,  i 
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S.  BERN, 

Security  is  no  where  -y  neither  in  Heaven,  nor  in  Paradife , 
much  lefs  in  the  World  : In  Heaven  the  Angels  fell  from  the 
Divine  prefence in  Paradife , Adam  fell  from  his  place  of 
pfeafure  in  the  World,  Judas  fell  from  the  School  of  our  Sa- 


I eat  fecure , I drink fecure,  I fleep  fecure,eyen  as  though 
I hadpajlthe  day  of  death,  avoided  the  day  of  judgment,  and 
efcaped  the  torments  of  Hell- fire : I play  and  laugh, as  though 
Imre  already  triumphing  in  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 


EP  I G.  7. 

Get  up*  my  foul  *,  Redeem  thy  flavifh  eyes 
From  drowzy  bondage  : O beware  * be  wile : 
Thy  Foe’s  betore  thee  \ thqu  muft  fight  or  uy : 
Life  lies  moft  open  in  a clofed  eye. 
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VIIL 

LUKE  6;  25. 

Woe  be  to  you  that  laugh  now,  for  y e jhall 
mourn  and  weep. 

THe  world’s  a popular  difeafe,  that  reigns 

Within  the  froward  heart  and  frantick  brains 
Of  poor  diftemper’d  mortals,  oft  arifing 
From  ill  digeftion,  through  ch’unequal  poifing 
Of  ill- weigh’d  Elements,  whofe  light  direfts 
Malignant  humours  to  malign  effedfs  : 

One  raves  and  labours  with  a boyling  liver ; 

Reads  hair  by  handfuls,  curfing  Cupid’s  quiver : 

Another  with  a bloody  flux  of  oaths 

Vows  deep  revenge  * one  dotes ; the  other  loaths  . 

One  frisks  and  fings,  and  cries  a flagon  more 
To  drench  dry  cares,  and  make  the  Welkin' rore ; 
Another  droops : the  Sun-fhine  maites  him  fed  ; 

Heav’n  cannot  pleafe  : One’s  mop’d ; the  t’other's  mad  j 
One  hugs  his  gold  •,  another  lets  it  fly  : 

He  knowing  not  for  whom  ; nor  t’other  why. 

One  fpends  his  day  in  plots,  his  night  in  play ; 

Another  fleeps  and  flugs  both  night  and  day  : 

One  laughs  ac  this  thing ; t’other  cries  for  that ; 

But  neither  one  nor  t’other  knows  for  what. 

Wonder  of  wonders!  What  we  ought  t’evite 
As  our  difeafe,  we  hug  as  our  delight : 

’Tis  held  a fymptom  of  approaching  danger. 

When  difecquainted  Senfe  becomes  a Stranger, 

And  takes  no  knowledge  of  an  old  difeafe; 

But  when  a noifom  grief  begins  to  pleafe 

The 
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The  unrefifling  fenfe,  it  is  a fear 
That  death  hasparly’d,  and  compounded  there: 
As  when  the  dreadful  Thund’rers  awful  hand 
Pours  forth  a Vial  on  th’  infefted  land, 

At  firft  th’affrighted  Mortals  quake  and  fear  -y 
And  every  noife  is  thought  the  Thunderer  : 

But  when  the  frequent  foul-departing  Bell 
Has  pav’d  their  ears  With  her  familiar  knell, 

It  is  reputed  but  a nine  days  wonder, 

They  neither  fear  the  Thund’rer  nor  his  Thunder. 
So  when  the  world  (a  worfe  difeafe)  began 
To  fmart  for  fin,  poor  new  created  Man 
Could  feck  for  (belter,  and  his  gen’rous  Son 
Knew  by  his  wages  what  his  hands  had  done ; 

But  bold-fac’d  Mortals  in  our  bjufhlefs  times 
Can  fing  and  fmile,  and  make  a fport  of  crimes, 
Tranfgrefs  of  cuftom,  and  rebel  in  eafe, 

We  falfe  joy’d  fools  can  triumph  in  difeafe, 

And  (as  the  carelefs  Pilgrim,  being  bit 
By  the  Tarantula,  begins  a fit 
Ot  life^concluding  laughter)  wafte  our  breach 
In  lavifh  pleafure,  till  \ye  laugh  to  death. 


HUGO 
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What  profit  is  there  in  vainglory,  moment  Any  mirth , the 
world's  power,  the  fleflf  spleafureyfull  riches,noble  defccnt,and 
great  de  fires  f Where  is  their  laughter  ? where  is  their  mirth  ? 
Where  their  infolence  ? their  arrogance  ? From  how  much  joy 
to  how  much  fadnefs\  After  how  much  mirth, how  much  mife- 
ry  ! From  how  great  ghr\  are  they  fallen , to  how  great  tor- 
ments ! What  hath  fallen  to  them , may  befal  thee , becaufe 
thou  art  a man  : Thou  art  of  earth ; thou  liveft  of  earth  ! 
thm  /halt  return  to  earth.Deathexpctleth  thee  every  where : 
Be  wife  therefore , and  expeZf  death  eyery  where. 


E P T G.  8. 

What  ails  the  tool  to  laugh  ? Does  fomething  pleafe 
His  vain  conceit?  Or  is't  a meer  difeafe  ? 

Fool,  giggle  on,  and  wafte  thy  wanton  breath; 

Thy  morning  laughter  breeds  an  evening  death 
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i JOHN  2. 1 7. 

The  World  paffeth  may,  and  all  the  Lujls 
thereof. 

1 

DRaw  near,  brave  Sparks,  whofe  Spirits  fcorn  to  light 
Your  hallow’d  tapers,  but  at  Honours  flame; 
You,  whofe  heroick  aftions  take  delight 
To  varnifhovcr  a new-painted  name  ; 

Whofe  high-bred  thoughts  difdain  to  take  their  flight. 
But  on  th’  Jcarian  wings  of  babbling  fame 
Behold  how  tott’ring  are  your  high-built  (lories  (ries5. 
Of  earth, whereon  you  truft  the  ground-work  of  your  glo- 

2 

And  you  more  brain-fick  Lovers,  that  can  prife 
A wanton  fmile  before  eternal  Joys; 

That  know  no  heaven  but  in  your  Miflrifs  eyes ; 

That  feel  no  pleafure,  but  what  fenfe  enjoys : 

That  can  like  crown- diflemper’d  fools  defpife 
True  riches,  and  like  babies  whine  for  toys  : 

Think  ye  the  Pageants  of  your  hopes  are  able 
To  (land  fecure  on  earth,  when  earth  it  felf’s  unflable 

3 

Come,  dunghil  Worldlings,  you  that  root  like  fwine, 
And  cad  up  golden  trenches  where  ye  come ; 
Whofe  only  pleafure  is  to  undermine. 

And  view  the  fecrets  of  your  mothers  womb : 

Come  bring  your  Saint  pouch’d  in  his  Leather  (hrine, 
And  fummion  all  your  griping  Angels  home; 

Behold  your  World,  the  bank  of  all  your  (lore 
The  World  ye  fo  admire*  the  World  ye  fo  adore. 
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A feeble  world,  whofe  hot-mouth’d  plea  Cures  tire 
Before  the  race ; before  the  ftart,  retreat; 

A faithlefs  world,  whofe  falfe  delights  expire 
Before  the  term  of  half  their  promis’d  date : 

A, fickle  World,  not  worth  the  leaft  defire. 

Where  ev’ry  chance  Proclaims  a change  of  State: 

A feeble,  faithlefs,  fickle  world,  wherein 
Each  motion  proves  a vice ; and  ev’ry  aft  a fin. 

5 

The  beauty,  that  of  late  was  in  her  flower, 

Is  now  a mine,  not  to  raife  a luff  : 

He  that  was  lately  drench’d  in  Dandes  fhower, 

Is  mailer  now  of  neither  good  nor  truff; 

Whofe  honour  late  was  mann’d  with  Princely  power, 
His  glory  now  lies  buried  in  the  duff ; 

O who  would  truft  this  world,  or  prize  what’s  in  ir. 
That  gives  and  takes,and  chopsand  changes  ev’ry  minute 


Nor  length  of  days,  nor  folid  firength  of  brain. 

Can  find  a place  wherein  to  reft  fecure  .• 

The  World  is  various,  and  the  Earth  is  vain. 

There’s  nothing  certain  here,  there’s  nothing  fure  j j 
We  trudge,  we  travel,  but  from  pain  to  pain, 

And  what’s  our  only  grief’s  our  only  cure : 

The  world’s  a torment ; he  that  would  endeavour 
To  find  the  W3y  to  reft,muft  feek  the  way  to  leave  her.  | 


5.  GREG 
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S.  GREG,  in  hom. 

Behold  the  world  is  withered  in  it  felf^  yet  flour  ifheth  in 
our  hearts^  every  where  death  3every  where  grief  every  where 
deflation : On  every  fide  we  are  fmitten  •,  on  every  fide  fil- 
led with  bitternefs , and  yet  with  the  blind  mind  of  carnal 
defire , we  love  her  bitternefs  : It  flieth  and  we  follow  it 
[tfalleth , yet  we  flick  to  it : And  becaufe  we  cannot  enjoy 
h falling , we  fall  with  it3  and  enjoy  it  fallen* 


- / ■ 


EPI&  9. 

If  Fortune  fail,  or  envious  Time  but  fpurft, 

The  world  turns  round,  and  with  the  world  yve  turn  : 
When  Fortune  fees,  and  Lynx-tfi  Time  is  blind* 

HI  truf^  thy  joys,  O world,  till  then,  the  wind. 
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X. 

JOHN  8.44. 

Ye  are  of  your  father  the  Devifattd  the  Infs 
of  your  father  you  will  do. 

HEre’s  your  right  ground : wag  gently  o’er  this  black  ; 

’Tis  a (hort  call}  y’are  quickly  at  the  jack. 

Rub,  rub  an  inch  or  two : Two  crowns  to  one 
On  this  bowl’s  fide  : Blow  wind,  ’cis  fairly  thrown  : 
The  next  bowl’s  worfe  that  comes  ^ come  bowl  away  ? 

Mammon , you  know  the  ground  untutor’d,  play: 

Your  Iaft  was  gone,  a yard  of  ftrength  well  (par’d. 

Had  touch’d  the  block-,  your  hand  isftiJl  too  hard. 
Brave  paftime,  Readers,  to  confume  that  day. 

Which  without  paftime  fli  es  too  fwift  away ! 

See  how  they  labour  as  if  day  and  'might 

Were  boch  too  (hort  to  ferve  their  loofe  delight  ? 

See  how  their  curved  bodies  wreath,  and  skfew 
Such  antick  (hapesas  Proteus  never  knew: 

One  raps  an  oath,  another  deals  a curfe ; 

He  never  better  bowl’d  ; this  never  worfe : 

One  rubs  his  itchlefs  elbow,  fhrugsand  laughs, 

The  t’other  bends  his  beetle  brows,  and  chafes : 
Sometimes  they  whoop,  fometimes  then  Stygian  cries 
Send  their  black  Santo's  to  thebiuifting  skies: 

Thus  mingling  humours  in  a mad  confufion, 

They  make  bad  Premifes,  and  wor'econcluuon : 

But  where’s  a Palm  that  Fortunes  hand  allows 
Toblefs  the  Vigors  honourable  brows? 

Come,  deader,  come-,  I’ll  lighc  thine  eye  the  way 
To  view  the  prize,  the  while  the  Gamefters  play  : 

E>  Clofd 
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Clofe  by  the  jack,  behold,  jill  fortune  ftands 
To  wave  the  game  ^ fee  in  her  partial  hands 
The  glorious  garland’s  held  in  open  fliow, 

To  chear  the  Lads,  and  crown  the  conqu’rors  brow. 
The  world’s  the  jack  the  gamefters  that  contend, 

Are  Cupid,  Mammon  : that  judicious  Fiend, 

That  gives  the  ground,  is  Satan  : And  the  bowls 
Are  fitful  Thoughts  *,  the  Prize,  a crown  for  Fools. 
Who  breaths  that  bowls  not  ? What  bold  tongue  can  fay 
Wi^ouf  a blufh,  he  has  not  bowl’d  to  day  ? 

It  is  the  trade  of  man,  and  every  finner 

Has  plaid  his  rubbers:  Every  Soul’s  a winner* 

The  vulgar  Proverb’s  croft,  he  Hardly  can 
Be  a good  Bowler  and  an  honeft  man. 

Good  God!  turn  thou  my  Brazil  thoughts  anew  ; 

New  foie  my  bowls,  and  make  their  biafs  true* 

Til  ceafe  to  game,  till  fairer  ground  be  given, 

Nor  wiflt  to  win,  until  the  mark  be  Heaven . 


S.  BERN. 
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S*  BERNARD,  lib.  de  Confid. 

Oyoufonsof  AdMm,you  covetous  generations,  what  have  ye 
to  do  with  earthly  riches,  which  are  neither  true,  nor  yours? 
Gold  and  Silver  are  real  earth,  red  and  white,  which  the  on- 
ly err  our  of  man  makes,  or  rather  reputes,  precious ! Infhort, 
if  they  be  yours,  carry  them  with  you. 

S.  H I E R O N.  in  Ep. 

OLufi,  thou  infernal  fire,  whole  fewel  is  gluttony  -,whofe 
flame  is  pr  ide -,whofe  [parties  are  wanton  words  ^whofefmoke 
is  Infamy,  whole  a flies  are  uncle  anncfs } whojc  end  is  hell. 


EP  Gi  io. 

Mammon  well  followed  : Cupid  bravely  led; 

Both  Touchers  •,  equal  Fortune  makes  a dead : 

No  reed  can  meafure  where  the  conqueit  lies; 
Take  my  advice  1 compound,  and  lhare  the  mze 

Da 
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XL  / • 

EPHES.  2.2. 

Te  walked  according  to  the  courfe  of  this 
Worldydccording  to  the  Prince  of  the  air • 

x .( 

O Whither  will  this  mad  brain  world  at  laft 

Be  driv’n  ? Where  vyill  her  reliefs  wheels  arrive. 
Why  hurries  on  herill-match’d  pair  fo  fait  ? 

O whither  means  her  furious  groom  to  drive? 

What,  will  her  rambling  fits  be  never  part? 

For  ever  ranging  ? Never  once  retrieve  ? 

Will  Earth’s  perpetual  progrefs  ne’er  expire  » 

Her  team  continuing  in  their  frelh  careir : 

And  yet  they  never  reft,  and  jct  they  never  tire. 

2, 

Sol's  hot  mouth’d  Steeds,  whofe  noftrils  vomit  flamet 
And  brazen  lungs  belch  forth  quotidian  fire. 

Their  twelve  hours  task  perform’d  grow  ftiff  and  fame. 
And  their  immortal  fpirits  faint  arid  tire : 

Ac  th’  azure  mountains  foot  their  labours  claim 
The  privilege  of  reft,  where  they  retire 

To  quench  their  burning  fetlocks,  and  go  fteep 
Their  flaming  noftrils  in  the  weftern  deep, 

4nd  frelh  their  tired  fouls  with  ftrength-reftoring  deep. 

3 

But  thefe  prodigious  hackneys,  bafely  got 
’Twixt  men  and  devils,  made  for  race  or  flight. 

Can  drag  the  idle  world,  expecting  not 
The  bed  pf  reft,  but  travel  with  delight  5 
Who  never  weighing  way  nor  weather,  trot 

P 3 Through 
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Are  fed  with  d replies  and  venereal  blains. 


Poor  captive  world  ! How  has  thy  lightnefs  g 
A juft  occafton  to  th  y foes  illusion  ? 

O,  how  art  thou  betrayed  thus  fairly  driven 
In  Teeming  triumph  to  thy  own  confufion? 
How  is  thy  empty  Univerfe  bereaven 

Of  all  true  joys,  by  one  falfe  joys  delufion  ? 

So  I have  feen  an  unblown  virgin  fed 
With  fugar’d  words  fo  full,  that  fhe  is  led 
A fair  attended  Bride  to  a falfe  Bankrupts  bed*' 


Full  gracious  Lord  ; Let  not  thine  arroforfake 
The  world  impounded  in  her  own  devices : 

Think  of  that  pleafure  that  thou  once  did’ft  take 
Amongft  the  Lilies  andfweet  Beds  of  Spices, 
pale  ftrongly,  thou  whofe  Jiand  has  pow’r  to  (lack 
The  fwift-fbot  fury  of  ten  thoufand  vices : 

Let  not  thy  duft  devouring  Dragon  boaft, 

His  craft  has  won  what  Juda’s  Lion  loft  5, 
Remember  what  is  crav’d  recount  the  price  it  coff. 


No  need  to  ufe  the  whip  ^ but  ftrength  to  rule  the  rcl  *ins? 
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I S I D O R.  lib.  i,  De  fummo  bono. 

r»  how  much  the  nearer  Satan  perceiveththe  world  to  an 
end  by  fo  much  the  more  fiercely  he  troubletb  it  with  persecu- 
tion-^ that  knowing  himfelf  is  to  be  damned , he  may  get  com- 
pany in  hii  damnation. 

CYPRIAN,  in  Ep. 


Broad  and  fpacious  is  the  road  to  infernal  life  •, 
enticements  and  death-bringing  pleasures.  There  the  Devil 
flattereth  that  he  may  deceive  •,  fmileth  that  he  may  enda- 
maie  allureth  that  he  may  dejlroy. 


EPIG.  II* 

Nay  foie  and  fair,  good  world  s poll  not  too  fails 
Thv  iournies  end  requires  not  half  this  halt. 
Unlefs  that  arm  thou  fo  difdain’ft,  reprives  thee, 
Alas  thou  needs  muft  go,  the  devil  drives  thee. 

DA 
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XII. 

ISAIAH  66.  ii. 

Xe  way  fucky  but  not  be  futisfied  toitk  the 
breajl  of  her  confolation . 

I 

WHat,  never  fill’d  ? Be  thy  lips  skrew’d  fo  faft  (thee  ; 

To  th’earths  full  breaft  ? for  ftiame,  for  ftiame  unfeize 
Thou  tak’ft  a furfeit  where  thou  fhould’fl  but  taft. 

And  mak’ft  too  much  not  half  enough  to  pleafe  thee» 
Ah,  fool,  forbear  ^ thou  fwallowefl  at  one  breath 
Both  food  and  poifon  down  j thou  draw’ft  both  milk  and 

(death, 

i 2 

The  ub’rous  breads,  when  fairly  drawn,  repaft 
The  thriving  infant  with  her  milky  flood, 

But  being  o’erftrain’d,  return  at  laft 
Unwholfom  gulps  compos’d  of  wind  and  blood. 

A mod’rate  ufe  does  both  repaft  and  pleafe  *, 

Who  ftrains  beyond  a mean  draws  in  and  gulps  difeafe. 

| 3 

But,  O that  mean  whofe  good  the  leaft  abufp 
Makes  bad,  is  too  too  hard  to  be  direfted : 

Can  thorns  bring  grapes  or  Crabs  a pleating  juice  ? 
There’s  nothing  wholfom,  where  the  whole’s  infefted. 
Unfeize  thy  lips : Earths  milk’s  a rip’ned  core, 

! That  drops  from  her  difeafe,  that  matters  from  her  fore. 

4 

Think’ft  thou  that  paunch,  that  burlies  out  thy  coat. 

Is  thriving  fjt;  or  flefh,  that  feems  fo  brawny? 

Thy  paunch  is  dropfied  and  thy  cheeks  are  bloat , 

Thy  lips  are  white,  and  thy  complexioif  tawny, 
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Thy  skin’s  a bladder  blown  with  watry  tumours ; 
Thy  nefh  a trembling  bog,  a quagmire  full  of  humours 

5 

And  thou  whofe  thrivelefs  hands,  are  ever  draining 
Earths  fluent  breads  into  an  empty  fieve, 

That  always  had,  yet  always  art  complaining, 

And  whin’d  for  more  than  earth  has  power  to  give  d 
Whofe  treafure  flows  and  flees  away  as  fad  •, 

That  ever  had,  and  had,  yet  had  not  what  thou  haft ! 

<5 

Go  chufea  fubdance,  Fool,  that  will  remain 
Within  the  limits  of  thy  leaking  meafure  $ 

Or  elfe  go  feek  an  urn  that  will  retain 
The  liquid  body  of  thy  flipp’ry  treafure ; 

Alas,  how  poprly  are  thy  labours  crown’d  ? 

Thy  liquor’s  never  f\yeet,  nor  yet  thy  vefiel  found. 

” ' . ' . . . , ..  V . | 

5 I 

What  lefs,  than  Fool  is  man  to  prog  and  plot, 

And  lavifh  out  the  cream  of  ail  his  care. 

To  gain  poor  Teeming  goods,  which  being  got, 

Make  firm  polfeflion  but  a thorow  fare*, 

Or,  if  they  day,  they  furrow  thoughts  the  deepef 
And  being  kept  with  care,they  lofe  their  careful  keepa 

.....  I . . . . , 
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S.  GREG.  Horn.  3.  fecund,  parte  Ezech. 

If  we  give  more  to  the  flefh  than  we  ought,  we  nourifb  an  e- 
nemy  if  we  give  not  to' her  necefjity  what  we  ought , we  de- 
fray a Citizen : The  flefh  is  to  be  fatisfied  fofar  as  fufflcesto 
our  good whofoever  aUoweth  fo  much  to  her  as  to ^ make  he\ 
proud  knoweth  not  how  to  be  fatisfied  .*  to  be  fatisfied  is  at, 
great  art-,  left  by  the  fatiety  of  the  flefh  we  break  forth  in- 
to the  iniquity  of  her  folly. 

H U G O de  anima. 

The  heart  is  a f, mall  thing,  but  defireth  great  matters. 
It  is  not  fufficient  for  a Kites  dinner , yet  the  whole  world  ft 
not  fuff  dent  for  if 


I 
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What  makes  thee.  Fool,  fo  fat  ? Fool,  thee  lo  hare: 
Ye  fuck  the  felt  fame  milk,  the  felt-fame  air  : 

No  mean  betwixt  all  paunch,  and  skin  and  bone? 
The  mean’s  a virtue^  and  the  world  has  none. 


. 
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JOHN  3.  19. 

Men  love  darkne/s  rather  than  light , beeaufe 
their  deeds  are  evil. 

Lord,  when  we  leave  the  world  and  come  to  Thee, 

How  dull,  how  flug  are  we! 

How  backward  S How  prepoflerous  is  the  motion 

Of  our  ungain  devotion ! 

Our  thoughts  are  Milftones,  and  our  fouls  are  Ieads 

And  our  defires  are  dead 
©ur  vows  are  fairly  promis’d,  faintly  paid  3 

Or  broken  or  not  made  % 

Our  better  work  (if  any  good)  attends 

Upon  our  private  ends  s 
| In  whofe  performance  one  poor  worldly  feoff 

Foils  us  or  beats  us  off. 

| If  thy  fharp  fcourge  find  out  fome  fecret  fault, 

! We  grumble  or  revolt, 

j And  if  thy  gentle  hand  forbear,  we  ftray, 
j ' Or  idly  lofe  the  way* 

Is  the  road  fair  ? we  loyteyr : clogg’d  with  mire  l 

We  flick  or  elfe  retire  : 

A lamb  appears  a lion  3 and  we  fear  3 

Each  bufh  we  fee’s  a bear* 

When  our  dull  fouls  direft  our  thoughts  to  thee. 

As  flow  as  fnails  are  we  ; 

But  at  earth  we  dart  our  wing'd  defire, 

We  burn,  we  burn  like  fire, 
like  a s the  am’rous  needle  joys  to  bend 

To  her  magnetick  friend  2 

Of 
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Or  as  the  greedy  Lovers  eye-balls  fly 

At  his  fair  Miflrifs  eye : 

So,  fo  we  cling  to  earth  ? we  fly  and  puff. 

Yet  fly  not  fad  enough. 

If  pleafure  beckon  with  her  balmy  hand. 

Her  beck's  a (Irong  command : 

If  honour  calls  us  with  a courtly  breath, 

\ An  hour’s  delay  is  death  s 

If  profits  golden  finger’d  charms  enveigles, 

We  clip  more  fwi  ft  than  Eagles : 
Let  Aufter  weep,  or  bluftring  Boreas  rore 

Till  eyes  or  Jungs  be  fore : 

Let  Neptune  fwell  until  his  dropfy  fides 

Burft  into  broken  tides : 

Nor  threatning  Rocks,  nor  Winds,  nor  Waves,  nor  Fire 

Can  curb  our  fierce  defire ; 

Nor  Fire,  nor  Rocks,  can  flop  our  furious  minds, 

Nor  Waves,  nor  Winds : 

How  fafland  fearlefs  do  our  footfteps  flee! 

The  light-foot  Roe-buck's  not  fo  fwift  as  we. 


S . AUGUSl 
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S.AUGUST.  fup.  Pfal.  64. 

Two  fever  al  lovers  built  two  fever  at  Cities ; the  love  of 
lod  buildeth  a Jerufalem  •y  the  love  of  the  world  buildeth  a 
Babylon : Let  every  one  enquire  of  himfelf  what  he  lovetb , and 
e j hall  refolve  himfelf  of  whence  he  k a Citizen. 

S.  AUGUST,  lib.  3 . Confeff. 

AU things  are  drivenby  their  own  weighty  and  tend  to  their 
wn  center  * My  weight  is  my  love  j by  that  I am  driven 
vhitherfoever  I am  driven . 

Ibidem* 

Lord,  he  lovetb  thee  the  lefs,  that  lovetb  any  thing  with 
bee,  which  he  lovetb  not  for  thee. 


1 


| EPIG* 

lord,  fcourge  my  Als5  if  (he  fhould  make  no  hafS:^ 
And  curb  my  Stag,  if  he  fhould  fly  too  faft: 

If  he  be  over-fwift,  or  fhe  prove  idle, 
let  Love  lend  him  a fpur : Fear,  her  a bridle. 
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P S ALM  13.  3 

t 

Lighten  mine  eyes,  0 Lord , 1 
Jleep  of  death. 


lejl  I jleep  the 


ft  7t  j\\\\  ne’er  be  morning  ? Will  that  promis’d  I jghc 
| V V Ne’er  break,  and  clear  thofe  cloudsof  night? 
Sweet  Phofpher , bring  the  day, 
whofe  conq'u’ring  ray 

May  chafe  thefe  fogs  3 Sweet  Phofpher 0 bring  the  day* 

ffow  long ! How  long  fhall  thefe  benighted  eyes 
I Languifhin  fhades,  like  feeble  flies 
ixpe&ing  Spring  ?.  How  long  fhall  darknefs  foilj 
| The  face  of  earfh,  and  thus  beguile  ■ , 

)ur  fouls  of  fprightful  aftion  ? When,  when  will  day 
j Begin  to  dawn,  whofe  new  born  ray 
\Jay  gild  the  weather-cocks  of  our  demotion, 

And  give  our  unfoul’d  fouls  new  motion  ? 

Sweet  Phofpher , bring  the  day. 

Thy  light  will  fray 

Thefe  horrid  mifts  ? S weet  Phofpher  bring  the  day</ 

Let  thofe  have  night  that  flyly  love  t’immure 
I Their  cloyfter’d  crimes,  and  fin  fecure; 

Let  thofe  have  night  that  blufh  to  let  men  know 
The  bafenefs  they  ne’er  blufh  to  do  ^ 

Let  thofe  have  night  that  love  to  have  a nap 
And  loll  in  Ignorance’s  lap  3 
let  thofe  whofe  eyes,  like  Owls,  abhor  the  light, 

Lee  thofe  have  night  that  love  the  night : 


E 
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Sweet  Phofpher  Bring  the  day  9 
How  fad  delay 

Afflifts  dull  hopes  ? Sweet  phofpher  bring  the  day, 

Alas!  my  light  in  vain  expefting  eyes 
Can  find  no  objefts,  but  what  rife 

From  this  poor  mortal  blaze,  a dying  fpark 
Ot  Vulearis  forge,  whole  flames  are  dark, 

A dangerous,  dull  blue  burning  light, 

As  melancholy  as  the  night : 

Here’s  all  the  Suns  that  glifter  in  the  Sphere  - 

Of  earth  : Ah  me ! What  comfort’s  here  ? 

Sweet  Phofpher  bring  the  day  •, 

Hafie,  hafte  away 

Heav’ns  loy t’ring  lamp  5 Sweet  Phofpher,  bring  the  day. 

Blow,  Ignorance  : O thou,  whofe  idle  knee 
Rocks  earth  into  a Lethargy, 

And  with  thy  footy  fingers  haft  bedight 

The  worlds  fair  cheeks,  blow,  blow  thy  fpighr ; 

Since  thou  haftpuft  our  greater  Taper ; do 
Puff  on,  and  out  the  leller  too : 

If  e’re  that  breath-exiled  flame  return, 

Thou  haft  not  blown,  as  it  will  burn: 

Sweet  Phofpher , bring  the  day  : 

Light  will  repay 

The  wrongs  of  night : Sweet  Phofpher , bring  the  day. 

/! 
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S,  AUGUST,  in  Joh.  Ser.  i 9* 

God  is  all  to  thee  : If  thou  be  hungry ? he  is  bread  ; if 
thirjly , he  is  water  ^ if  dar&nefs  he  is  light  $ If  tiaked^  he 
14  a robe  of  immortality „ 

ALANUS  de conq.  nat. 

God  is  a light  that  is  never  darhned  \ An  unwearied  life 
that  cannot  die  a fountain  always  flowing  \ a gar  den  of  life , 
a (eminary  ofwifdom  5 a radical  beginning  of  all  goodnefs . 


] ‘ 
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My  foul.  If  Ignorance  puff  out  this  light, 

She’ll  do  a favour  that  intends  a fpight : 

T feerits  dark  abroad  ; but  take  this  light  away. 
Thy  windows  will  difcover  break  a day * 

E 2 
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XV. 

R E V..  12.  i s. 

TFhe  Devil  if  come  unto  you , having  great 
rvrathy  becaufe  he  knoweth  that  he  hath 
but  a Jhort  time. 


LOrd  can’ft  thou  fee  and  fuffer  ? is  thy  hand 

Still  bound  to  th’peace ; Shall  earth’s  black  Monarch 
A full  poflefTton  of  thy  wafted  land  ? ( take 

O,  will  thy  flumb’ring  vengeance  never  wake, ' 

Till  full  ag’d  law-refifting  Cuftom  ftiake 
The  Pillars  of  thy  right  by  falfe  command  ? 

Unlock  thy  clouds,  great  Thundrer  and  comedown 
Behold  thofe  Temples  wear  thy  facred  Crown  ^ 
jRedrefs,  redrefs  our  wrongs  * revenge,  revenge  thy  own. 


See  how  the  bold  ufurper  mounts  the  feat 

Of  royal  Majefty  $ How  overftrawing  ' 

Perils  with  Pieafure,  pointing  ev5ry  threat 
With  bug- bear  death,  by  torments  over-awing 
Thy  frighted  fubjefts  y or  by  favours  drawing 
Their  tempted  hearts  to  his  iuijuft  retreat  *, 

Lord  can’ft  thou  be  fo  mild,  and  he  fo  bold  ? 

Or  can  thy  flocks  be  thriving,  when  the  fold 
is  govern’d  by  the  Fox  ? Lord,  can’ft  thou  fee  and  hold  ? 

* 9 

I hat  1 wilr-wjng’d  Advocate,  that  did  commence 
Our  welcome  fuics  before  the  King  of  Kings, 

E 3 Thai 
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That  fweet  Embaffador,  that  hurries  hence 

What  ayres  th5  harmonious  foul  or  fighs  or  lings. 

See  how  fhe  flutters  with  her  idle  wings  •, 

Her  wings  are  dipt,  and  eyes  put  out  by  fenfe ; 

Senfe  conqu’ring  Faith  is  now  grown  blind  and  cold. 
And  bafely  craven’d,  that  in  times  of  old 
Did  conquer  Heav’n  it  felf,  do  what  th’ Almighty  could. 

’ ■ s'  . ..  - : ■ • ■ ■ . 1 \ 

r ’ : ' * ■ * .. 
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Behold  how  double  fraud  does  fcourge  and  tear 
Aflr&as  wounded  Tides,  plough d up,  and  rent 
With  knotted  cords,  whofe  fury  has  no  ear ; 
See  how  fhe  Hands  a prisner  to  be  fcnt 
Aflave  into  eternal  banifhment, 

1 know  not  whither,  O,  I know  not  where: 

Her  Patent  mull  be  cancelfd  in  difgrace* 

And  fweet-lipt  Fraud,  with  her  divided  face, 
Muft  a ft  siftrta's  part,  muft  take  AJiraas  place. 

5 


. * : ...  ■ i : . i » Vr,5  ■ r • - • 

Faith's  pinion’s  dipt  >.  and  fair - Afina 

Quick  feeing  Faith  now  blind  ? And  fufttce  fee . 

Has  Juftice  now  found  wings  ? And  has  Faith  none . 
What  do  we  here  ? Who  would  not  wifh  to  be 
Diffolv’d  Ir earth,  and  with  A)iy&a  tlee 

From  this  blind  Thr0"'! 

Lord,  is  thy  Scepter  loft,  or  laid  afide. 

Is  he!  broke  loofe,  and  all  her  fiends  untied  ? 
Strife,  and  rouxe,  & rule,  and  crulh  their  furious  pride 
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The  Devil  is  the  author  of  eviljthe  fountain  ofwickednefs , 
the  adverfan  of  the  truth , the  corrupter  of  the  World,  mans 
perpetual  enemy  •,  he  plant etkfnares,diggeth  ***^1™** 

bodies, he  goadeth  fouls, he  (uggeftfth  thought  s,belclKth  anger, 

expofeth  virtues  M hatred, maketh  vice  s beloved,  foweth  error  , 
imrifheth  contention, dijlurbeth  peace, andfcattereth  affliction* 

M AC  AR. 

Let  us  fuffer  with  thofe  that  fuffer : And  be  crucified  mth 
thofe  that  are  crucified,  tbatwemaybe  glorified  with  thofe 

that  are  glorified. 

S AVAN  A R. 

If  there  be  no  enemy , no  fight  if  no  fight,  no  vilfory 5 if 
no  vilfory,  no  crown > 


E P I G-  V 

My  foul,  fit  thou  a patient  looker  on  t 
judge  not  the  play  before  the  play  is  done ; 

Her  plot  has  many  changes : Every  day 
Speaks  a new  Scene : the  laft  aft  crowns  the  Play, 
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SECOND 

I. 


ISAIAH  50.  11. 

TToh  that  walk  in  the  light  of  your  own  fire  1 
f and  in  the  [parks  that  ye  have  kindled 
ye  J hall  lie  down  in  Jorrow. 

1 

DO,  filly  Cupid,  fnuff  and  trim 
Thy  falfe,  thy  feeble  light, 

|And  make  her. felf- confuming  flames  more  bright  ^ 
Methinks  (he  burns  too  dim*  - ' * 

| Is  this  that  fprightly  fire,  ' 

Whole  more  than  facred  beams  infpire 
The  ravifht  hearts  of  men,  and  fo  iriflame  defire  ? 


% 

See,  Boy,  how  thy  unthrifty  blaze 
| Confumes,  how  fall  ftie  wains; 

She  fpends  her  felf,  and  her,  whofe  wealth  naaintains 
Her  weak,  her  idle  rays.  . 

Cannot  thy  Juftful  blaft 

Which  gave  k luftre,  make  it  Iaft ! ( fail ? 

What  heart  can  long  be  pleas’d,where  pleafure  fpends  fo 

3 ’ - " 

3o,  Wanton,  place  thy  palefac’d  light 
i Where  never-breaking  day 
ntends  to  vifit  mortals,  or  difplay 
Thy  fullen  (hades  of  night: 

; Thy  torch  will  burn  more  clear 
In  nights  un-TitanTd  Hemifphere; 

■teav’ns  Icornfu!  dames  and  thine  can  never  co  appear. 
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In  vain  thy  bufie  hands  addrefs 
Their  labour  to  difplay  v 
Thy  eafie  blaze  within  the  Verge  of  day ; 

The  greater  drowns  the  Iefs ! 

If  Heav’ns  bright  glory  fhine, 

Thv  glim’ring  fparks  muft  needs  refign  •, 

Puffout  heav’ns  glory  then, or  heaven  will  work  out  thinei 


Go,  Cupid’s  rammilh  Pander,  go, 

Whofe  dull,  whofe  low  defire 
Can  find  fufficient  warmth  from  Natures  fire,  . , i 

Spend  borrow’d  breath,  and  blow, 

Blow  wind  made  ftrong  with  fpight  j 
when  thou  haft  puft  the  greater  light 
Thy  lefler  fpark  may  lhine,and  warm  the  new-made  nigh 

6 

Deluded  Mortals,  tell  me  when 
Your  daring  breath  has  blown 
Heav’ns  Taper  out,  and  you  have  fpent  your  own, 
What  fire  fhall  warm  you  then  ? 


5 


Ah  fools,  perpetual  night 
Shall  haunt  your  Souls  with  Stygian  fright. 


S.  AUGUS’ 
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S.  A U G U S T. 

The  fufficiency  of  my  merits  is  to  know  that  my  merit  it 
not  fufficient , 

S.  GREG.  Mor.  25. 

By  how  much  the  lefs  man  feeth  himfelf  by  fo  much  the 
| lefs  he  difpleafeth  himfelf and  by  how  much  the  more  he  feeth 
the  light  of  Grace , by  fo  much  the  more  he  difdaineth  the 
I light  of  nature * 

i S.  GREG®  Mor* 

The  light  of  the  underfunding , humility  kind  let  hy  and 
| fride  covereth . 


EPIG.  1. 

* 

i Thou  blow’ft  hcav’ns  fire,  the  whiFft  thou  go  ft  about* 
Rebellious  fool,  in  vain  to  blow  it  out , 

I Thy  folly  adds  confufion  to  thy  death*, 

I HeaVns  fire  confounds,  when  fann’d  with  Follies  breath. 
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E C C L E S.  8. 

There  is  no  end  of  all  his  labour , neither  is 
his  Eye  fatisjied  with  Riches . 

OHow  our  wid’ned  arms  can  over-flretch 

Their  own  dimenfions!  How  our  hands  can  reach 
Beyond  their  diftance ! How  our  yielding  bread 
Can  fhrinkto  be  more  full,  and  full  poffeft 
Of  this  inferiour  Orb  ? How  earth  refin’d 
Can  cling  to  fordid  earth!  How  kind  to  kind! 

We  gape,  we  grafp,  we  gripe,  add  (lore  ro  ftore  •, 
Enough  requires  too  much  * too  much  craves  more. 

We  charge  our  fouls  fo  fore  beyond  their  flint. 

That  we  recoil  or  burft : the  bufie  Mint 
Ot  our  laborious  thoughts  is  ever  going. 

And  coyning  new  defires  *,  defires  not  knowing 
[Where  next  to  pitch,  but  like  the  boundlefs  Ocean 
Gain, and  gain  ground, and  grow  more  ftrong  by  motion* 
The  pale* fac’d  Lady  of  the  black  ey’d  night 
Firft  tips  her  horned  brows  with  eafie  light, 

Whofe  curious  train  of  fpangled  Nymphs  attire 
tier  next  nights  glory  with  increafing  fire  5 
Each  Ev’ning  adds  more  luftre,  and  adorns 
The  growing  beauty  of  her  grafping  horns : 

>he  fucks  and  draws  her  brother’s  golden  flare* 

Jntil  her  glutted  orb  can  fuck  no  more, 

Ev’n  fo  the  Vulture  of  infatiate  minds 

kill  wants,  and  wanting  feeks,  and  feeking  finds 

^ew  fewel  to  increafe  her  rav’nous  fire, 

The  grave  is  fooner  cloy’d  than  mens  defire: 

We  crofs  the  Seas,  and  midfther  waves  wc  burn, 
rFanfpomnglifes,  perchance  chat  ne’er  return  ^ 

We 
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We  fack,  we  ranfack  to  the  utmofl  finds 
Of  native  kingdoms,  and  of  foreign  lands; 

We  travel  Sea  and  Soil,  we  pry,  we  proul. 

We  progrefs,  and  we  prog  from  pole  to  pole; 
Wefpend  our  mid-day  fvveat,  our  midnight  oyl. 

We  tire  the  night  in  thought,  the  day  in  toil: 

We  make  Art  fertile,  and  the  Trade  gentile, 

(Yet  both  corrupted  with  ingenious  guile) 

To  compafs  earth,  and  with  her  empty  ftore 
To  fill  our  arms,  and  grafp  one  handful  more ; 

Thus  feeking  reft,  our  labours  never  ceafe, 

But  as  our  years,  our  hot  defires  increafe : 

Thus  we,  poor  little  Worlds ! with  blood  and  fvveat 
In  vain  attempt  to  comprehend  the  great; 

Thus,  in  our  gain  become  we  gainful  lofers. 

And  what’s  enclos’d,  enclofes  the  enclofers, 

Now  Reader  clofe  thy  book,  and  then  advife; 

Be  wifely  worldly,  be  not  worldly  wife ; 

Let  not  thy  nobler  thoughts  be  always  raking 
The  world’s  bafe  dunghil;  vermin’s  took  by  taking  : 
Take  heed  thou  truftnot  the  deceitful  lap 
Of  wanton  Dalilah ; The  world’s  a Trap. 
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V 

Tell  me  where  be  thofe  mwjthat  fo  lately  loved  and  hugg’d 
the  world  ? Nothingremaineth  of  them  but  dujl  and  worms ; 
Obferve  what  thofe  men  were  $ what  thofe  men  are:  They 
were  like  thee  *,  they  did  eat , drink  y laugh , and  led  merry 
days  *,  and  in  a moment  flipt  into  bclL  Here  their  flefh  is 
food  for  worms , there  their  Souls  are  fewel  for  fire9  till 
they  Jhall  be  rejoyned  in  an  unhappy  fellowJhipy  and  caft  into 
eternal  torments  $ where  they  that  were  once  companions  in 
fin,  Jhall  be  hereafter  partners  in  punijhment* 

' ' ( ' . ..  ;/„■  . N : : . 


EPIG.  2, 

Gripe,  Cupid , and  gripe  (till,  until  that  wind, 

I That’s  pent  before,  find  lecret  vent  behind  : 

And  when  th’aft  done,  hark  here,  I tell  thee  what, 

Before  I’ll  trufl:  thy  armful,  I’ll  truft  that, 

?.  • ‘ — 


( 
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He  is  cajl  into  a net  by  his  own  feet , and 
walketh  upon  a /hare. 

I 

x ' 

• ' < 

WHat  ? nets  and  quiver  coo  ? What  need  there  all 
Thefe  fly  devices  to  betray  poor  men  ? 

Die  they  not  fail  enough  when  thousands  fall 
Before  thy  dart  ? What  need  thefe  engines  then? 
Attend  they  not,  and  anfwer  to  thy  call,  ' 

Like  nightly  coveys  where  thou  lift  and  when  ? 

What  needs  a ftratagem  where  ftrengch  can  fway  ? 
Or  what  needs  ftrengch  compel, where  none  gainfay  ? 
Or  what  needs  ftratagem  or  ftrength,  where  hearts  obey  t 


I Husband  thy  flights : It  is  but  vain  to  wafte 
Honey  on  thofe  that  will  be  catch’d  with  gall  $ 
Thou  canft  noc,  ah  1 thou  canft  not  bid  fofaft 
As  men  obey  : Thou  art  more  flow  to  call 
| Than  they  to  come ; thou  canft  not  make  fuch  haft 
To  ftrike,  as  they  being  Truck  make  haft  to  fall. 
Go  fave  thy  nets  for  that  rebellious  heart 
That  fcortls  thy  pow’r,  and  has  obtained  the  art 
T’avoid  thy  flying  (haft,  to  quench  thy  fi’ry  dart. 


Loft  mortal,  how  is  thy  deftru&ion  fure. 

Between  two  bawds,  and  both  without  remorfe  l 

I I*  8 hr  ? ‘ F The 
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The  one's  a line,  the  t'other  is  a Lure ; 

This  to  intice  thy  foul , that  to  enforce  : 

Way-laid  by  both,  how  canft  thou  ftand  fecure? 

That  draws*,  this  wooes  thee  to  th’  eternal  curfe* 

O charming  Tyrant,  how  haft  thou  befool’d 
And  flav’d  poor  man  that  would  not  if  he  could 
Avoid  thy  line,  thy  lure  ; nay  could  not  if  he  would  l 


Alas,  thy  fweec  perfidious  voice  betrays 
His  wanton  ears  with  thy  Syrenkn  baits; 

Tho  wrap’ll  his  eyes  in  mifts,  then  boldly  lays 
Thy  Lethal  gins  before  their  chryftal  gates^ 

Thou  lock’ft  up  ev’ry  feme  with  thy  falfe  keys. 

All  willing  pris’ners  to  thy  clofe  deceits: 

His  ear  moft  nimble,  where  it  deaf  ftiould  be, 

His  eye  moft  blind, where  moft  it  ought  to  fee,  (free. 
And  when  his  heart’s  moft  bound, then  thinks  himfelfmoft 


Thou  grand  Impoftor,  how  haft  thou  obtain’d 
The  wardfhip  of  the  world  ? Are  all  men  turn’d 
uieots  and  Lnnaticks  ? are  all  retain’d 
Beneath  thy  fervile  bands  l Is  none  return’d 
To  his  forgotten  felf?  Has  none  regain’d 
His  fenfes  ? Are  their  fenfes  all  adjourn’d  ? 

What  none  difmift  thy  Court  ? Will  no  plump  fee 
Bribe  thy  falfe  fifts  to  make  a glad  decree, 

T unfool  whom  thou  haft  fool’d,  and  fee  thy  pris’ners 

(free  l 
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S*  B E R N.  in  Sc r« 

//*  this  world  is  much  treachery,  little  truth ; here  all 
things  are  traps  \ here  every  thing  is  befet  with  fnares ; here 
fouls  are  endangered , bodies  are  afflitfed  5 here  all  things 
are  vanity  and  vexation  of  fpirit , 
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Nay,  Cupid , pitch  thy  trammel,  where  thou  pleafe* 
Thou  canft  not  fail  to  take  fuch  fifh  as  thefe? 

Thy  thriving  fport  will  ne’er  be  fpent : no  need 
To  fear,  when  ev’ry  cork’s  a world,  thou’lt  fpeech 

F 2 
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HOSEA  13.3. 

Theyjhall  be  as  the  chaff  that  is  driven  with 
a whirlwind  out  of  the  floor , and  as  the 
fmoke  out  of  the  Chimney. 

F Lint-hearted  Stoicks,  you,  w hofe  marble  eyes 
Contemn  a wrinkle,  and  whofe  fouls  defoife 
To  follow  nature’s  too  affefted  fafliion, 

Or  travel  in  the  Regent  walk  of  Paffion  ; 

Whofe  rigid  hearts  difdain  to  fhrink  at  fears. 

Or  play  at  fall  and  loofe,  with  fmiles  and  tears; 

Come  burfl  your  fpleens  with  laughter  to  behold 
A new  found  vanity,  which  days  of  old 
Ne’er  knew : a vanity,  that  has  befet 
The  world,  and  made  more  flaves  than  Mahomet : 

That  has  condemn’d  us  to  the  fervile  yoke  * 

Of  flavery,  and  made  us  flaves  to  fmoke. 

But  flay ; why  tax  I thus  our  modern  times, 

■ new-born  follies,  and  for  new-born  crimes  i 
Are  we  foie  guilty,  and  the  fiift  age  free  ? 

No,  they  were  fmok’d  and  flay’d  as  well  as  we  : (fure 
! What’s  fweet-lipt  Honours  blaft,but  fmoke  ? What’s  trea- 
But  very  fmoke?  And  what  more»fmoke  thanpleafure  ? 
] Alas ! they’re  all  but  lhadows,  fumes  and  blalts, 

That  vanilhes,  this  fades,  the  other  wafles. 

The  refllefs  Merchant,  he  that  loves  tolleep 
Hisbrains  in  wealth,  and  lays  his  foul  to  fleep 
In  bags  of  Bullion,  fees  th’  immortal  crown. 

And  fain  would  mount,  but  Ingots  keep  him  down  : 

He  brags  to  day,  perchance,  and  begs  to  morrow : 

He  lent  but  now,  wants  credit  now  to  borrow ; 


Blow 
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Blovy  winds  the  treafure’s gone,  the  merchant’s  broke; 
A flave  to  (liver’s  but  a (lave  to  (moke. 

Behold  the  Glory-vying  child  of  fame. 

That  from  deep  wounds  fuck  (uch  an  honour’d  name, 
That  thinks  no  purchafe  worth  the  (file  of  good, 

But  what  is  fold  for  fweat,  and  feal’d  with  blood ; 
That  for  a point,,  a blaft  of  empty  breath, 

Undaunted  gazes  in  the  face  of  death 

Whofe  dear  bought  bubble,  fill’d  with  vain  renown, 

Breaks  with  a phillip,  or  a Gen’rals  frown  : 

His  flroke-got  Honour,  flaggers  with  a ftroke ; 

A flave  to  honour,  is  a flave  to  fmoke. 

And  that  fond  fool  who  wafles  his  idle  days 
In  loofe  delights,  and  f ports  about  the  blaze 
Of  Cupid's  Candle;  he  that  daily  fpies 
Twin  babies  in  his  Miflrifs  Gemini's , 

Whereto  his  fad  devotion  does  impart 
The  fweet  burnt  offering  of  a bleeding  heart : 

See,  how  his  wings  are  fing’d  in  Cyprian  fire, 

Whofe  flames  confume  with  youth,  in  age  expire : 

The  World’s  a bubble,  all  the  pleafures  in  it, 

Like  morning  vapours  vanifli  in  a minute  : 

The  vapours  vanifh,  and  the  bubble’s  broke; 

A flave  to  pleafure,  is  a flave  to  fmoke. 

Now,  Stoick,  ceafc  thy  laughter,  and  repafl 
Thy  pickled  cheeks  with  tears,  and  weep  as  faff. 
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S.  HIERON, 

That  rich  man  is  great,  who  thinheth  not  himfelf  great 5 be - 
cauje  he  is  rich : the  proud  man  (who  is  the  poor  man ) braggeth 
Outwardly , beggeth  inwardly : He  is  blown  up , not  full. 

P E T R.  K A V, 

Vexation  and  anguiJJ}  accompany  riches  and  honour  : the 
pomp  of  the  worlds  and  the  favour  of  the  people , are  but 
fmoke  . and  a blafi  fuddenly  vanifkivg  : Which  if  they  comT 
rtmly  pleafey  commonly  bring  repentance^  and  for  a minute  of 
joyy  they  bring  an  age  of  for  row* 


I 

i 
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Cupid , thy  diet’s  ftrange  : Ic  dulls,  it  rowzes, 

Jt  cools,  it  heats,  it  binds,  and  then  it  loofes. 
Dull-fprightly-coid-hot  fool,  if  ev’r  it  winds  thee 
Into  a loofenefs  once,  take  heed,  it  binds  thee. 

F 4 


So  Emblemes.  Book  2! 

• I 

1 

I V* 


Emhlemes, 


8 1 


Book  2: 

V. 

PR.OV.  23.  5. 

thou  fet  thine  eyes  upon  that  which  is 
. not  ? for  riches  make  themfelves  wings , 
they  flie  away  as  an  Eagle . 

4 

FAlfe  world,  thouly’ft:  thou  canfl  not  lend 

The  lead  delight: 

Thy  favours  cannot  gain  a Friend, 

They  are  fo  flight : 

Thy  morning  pleafures  make  an  end 

To  pleafe  at  night : ♦ 

Poor  are  the  wants  that  thou  fupply’ft : 

And  yet  thou  vaunt'd,  and  yet  thou  vy’fl  (ly’ft. 

With  Heaven  j fpnd  earth  thouboaft’ft ; falfe  world  thou 

I ' ’ * 

Thy  babling  tongue  tells  golden  tales 

Of  endlefs  treafure  y 
Thy  bounty  offers  eafie  fales 

i Of  lading  pleafure ; 

Thou  ask’d  the  Confidence  what  die  ails, 

fwear’ft  to  eafe  her: 

There’s  none  can  want  where  thou  fupply’ft  : 

There’s  none  can  give  where  thou  deny’d. 

Alas,  fond  world  thou  boaft’ft  * fade  world  thou  ly’fh 

? 

What  well  advifed  ear  regards 

What  earth  can  fay  ? 

Jhy  words  are  gold,  but  thy  rewards 

Are  painted  clay^ 


/ 
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Thy  cunning  can  but  pack  the  cards 

Thou  canftnot  play : 

Thy  game  at  weaked  dill  thou  vy’d  * 

If  feen,  and  then  revy’d,  delay’d  *, 

Thou  art  not  what  thou  feemd:  falfe  world,  thouly’ 


Thy  tinfil  bolome  feems  a mint 

Of  new.  coin’d  treafurc, 

A Paradife,  that  has  no  dint. 

No  change,  no  meafurej 
A painted  cask,  but  nothing  ini, 

Nor  wealth,  nor  pleafure : 

Vain  earth ! that  falfly  thus  comply’ft 

With  man  : Vain  man,  that  thou  rely’d 

On  earth  : Vain  man  thou  dot’d : Vain  earth  thou  lyJ 

..  5 

t ■ r -■*  '•  . * l .+  * J ..  I « 

A • «*  * 

W hat  mean  dull  fouls,  in  this  high  meafure 

To  haberdafh 

In  earths  bafe  wares,  whofe  greated  treafure 

Is  drofs  and  trafh  ? 

The  height  of  whofe  inehanting  pleafure 

Is  but  a fiafh  ? 

Are  thefe  the  goods  that  thou  fuppfy’d 
Us  mortals  with  ? Are  thefe  the  high’d? 

Can  thefe  bring  cordial  peace  ? falfe  world  thou  lyTt  ! 
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PET.  B L E S. 

The  world  is  deceitful  3 her  end  is  doubtful  3 Her  conclufi - 
m rr  horrible  3 her  Judge  is  terrible  3 her  punifhment 
/ intolerable . > 

S,  AUGUST,  lib,  Confdl. 

1 

The  v aiti’ glory  of  this  world  is  a deceitful  fweetne[sya  fruit- 
lejs  labour ya  perpetual  feary  a dangerous  honour  : Her  begin - ♦ 

yng  if  without  providence yand her  end  not  without  repentance » 


EPIG.  5. 

porld  th'"  art  a Tray  tor ; thou  haft  flarnpt  thy  bafe 
And  chymick  metal  with  great  Cafar7 s face, 

And  with  thy  baftard  bullion  thou  had  barter  'd 
[for  wares  of  price  3 how  juftly  drawn  and  quarter'd ! 
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JOB  15.  31. 

Let  not  him  that  is  deceived  trufi  in  vanity 9 
for  vanity  {hall  be  hk  recompence* 


EElievc  her  not,  her  glafs  diffufes 
Falfe  portraitures:  thou  canft  efple 
No  true  reflection:  Sheabufes 
Her  mif-inform’d  beholders  eye  1 
Her  ChryftaFs  falfly  fted5d : it  fcatters 
Deceitful  beams.  Believe  her  not,  fhe  flatters* 


This  flaring  mirrour  reprefents 
I No  right  proportion,  view  or  feature : 

Her  very  looks  are  complements  • 

They  make  thee  fairer,  goodlier,  greater^ 

The  skilful  glofs  of  her  reflection 
But  paints  the  Context  of  thy  courfe  eomplexios. 


Were  thy  dimenfion  but  a ftride, 

Nay,  wert  thouftatur’d  but  a fpau. 

Such  as  the  long-bill’d  troops 
A very  fragment  of  a man  ? 

She’ll  make  thee  Mimas,  which  ye  wills 
The  Jove-flain  Tyrant,  or  th * Mick  hill 


fiad  furfeits,  or  th’ungracious  Star 
Confpir’d  to  make  one  common  place 


0:1 
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Of  all  deformities  that  are 

Within  the  volume  of  thy  face. 

She’d  lend  thee  favour  fhould  out  move 
The  Troy  bane  Helen , or  the  Queen  of  Love. 

5 

Were  thy  confum’d  eftate  as  poor 
As  La^rm  or  afflifted  Job\  : 

Shell  change  thy  wants  to  feeming  (tore, 

And  turn  thy  rags  to  purple  robes ; 

Shell  make  thy  hidebound  flank  appear 
As  plump  as  theirs  that  feafl  it  all  the  year. 

6 

Look  off,  let  not  thy  Opticks  be 

Abus’d  : thou  feed  not  what  thou  fhould'd  : 
Thy  felfs  the  object  thou  fhould’d  fee, 

But  Stis  chy  fhadow  thou  behold’d: 

And  fhadow  s thrive  the  more  in  dature. 

The  nearer  we  approach  the  light  ot  nature. 

A 

. 7 

Where  Heavhs  bright  beams  look  more  dired. 

The  fhadow  (brinks  as  they  grow  dronger. 

But  when  they  glance  their  fair  afped, 

The  bold-fac’d  (hade  grows  larger,  longer; 

And  when  their  lamp  begins  to  fall, 
Th’increafmg  fhadows  lengthen  mod  of  all. 


The  foul  that  feeks  the  noon  of  grace, 

Shrinks  in,  but  fwells  if  grace  retreat. 

As  heav’n  lifts  up,  or  veils  his  face, 

Our  felf-edeems  grow  lefs  or  great. 

The  leaf!  is  greateft,  and  who  (hall 
Appear  the  greateft,  are  the  lead  of  all. 

HUG 
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HUGO  lib,  de  anima* 

In  vain  he  lifteth  up  the  eye  of  his  heart  to  behold  his  Gody 
vho  is  not  fir  ft  rightly  advifed  to  behold  himfelf : Fir  ft,  then 
nujl  fee  the  vifible  things  of  thy  felfi  before  thou  canfi  be 
repared  to  know  the  invifible  things  of  Godj  for  if  thou 
anft  not  apprehend  the  things  within  thee , thou  canfi  not 
omprehend  the  things  above  thee  : the  befi  looking  gla/s9 
therein  to  fee  thy  God , is  perfeSly  to  fee  thy  (elf. 


I 

1 
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EPIG.  6. 

e not  deceiv'd  great  Fool : there  is  no  Iofs 
a being  fmall ; great  bulks  but  fwell  with  droft, 
lan  is  Heav’ns  Mafter-piece  ; if  it  appear 
fere  great*  the  value's  lefs  $ if  iefs,  more  dear. 
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VII. 

Deuteronomy  30. 19. 

I have  fet  before  thee  life  and  death,  blejjzng 
and  curfing,  therefore  choofe  life , that  thou 
and  thy  feed  may  live. 

I ■ % ‘ ' * ...  ' - • ; . ' '/ 

! t 

* 

THe  world’s  a Floor,  whofe  fwelling  heaps  retain 
The  mingled  wages  of  the  Ploughmans  toil  5 
The  world’s  a heap,  whofe  yet  unwinnow’d  grain 
' Is  lodg’d  with  chaff  and  buried  in  her  foil  $ 

All  things  are  mixt,  the  ufeful  with  the  vain  ; 

The  good  with  bad,  the  noble  with  the  v ile ; 

The  world’s  an  Ark,  wherein  things  pure  and  grofd 
Prefent  their  lofsful  gain,  and  gainful  lofs. 

Where  ev’ry  dram  of  gold  contains  a pound  of  drofs* 


This  furnifh’d  Ark  prefents  the  greedy  view 
, Withal!  that  earth  can  give,  of  Heav’n  can  add^ 
Here  lading  joys*,  here  pleafures  hourly  new. 

And  hourly  fading,  may  be  wiflfd  and  had  1 
All  points  of  Honour,  counterfeit  and  true. 

Salute  thy  foul,  and  wealth  both  good  and  bad  ; 
Here  maid  thou  open  wide  the  two  leav’d  door 
Of  ail  thy  wifties,  to  receive  that  dore 
Which  being  empty  mod*  does  overflow  the  more* 


G 
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Come  then  my  foul,  approach  this  royal  Burfe* 

And  fee  what  wares  our  great  Exchange  retains; 
Come,  come ; here’s  that  (hall  make  a firm  divorce 
Betwixt  thy  wants  and  thee,  if  want  complains ; 

No  need  to  fit  in  council  with  thy  purfe, 

Here’s  nothing  good  fhall  coftmore  price  than  pains  ; 
But  O my  foul  take  heed,  if  thou  rely 
Upon  thy  faithlefs  Opticks  thou  wilt  buy 
Too  blind  a bargain  ; Know,  fools  only  trade  by  th'  eye 

4 

\ V : 

The  worldly  wifdom  of  the  foolifh  man 
Is  like  a lievc,  that  does  alone  retain 
The  groffer  fubftance  of  the  worthlefs  bran  : 

But  thou,  my  foul,  let  thy  brave  thoughts  difdain 
So  courfe  a purchafe,  O be  thou  a fan 
To  purge  the  chaff  and  keep  the  winnow’d  grain  ; 
Make  clean  thy  thoughts,  and  drefs  thy  mixt  defires 
Thou  art  Heavens  tasker ; and  thy  God  requires. 
The  Pureft  of  thy  flour,  as  well  as  of  thy  fires. 

: ' $ 

Let  grace  conduct  thee  to  the  paths  of  peace, 

And  wifdom  blefs  the  fouls  unblemifh’d  ways, 

No  matter  then,  how  fhort  or  long’s  the  leafe, 

Whofe  date  determines  thy  felf-numbred  days : 

No  need  to  care,  for  wealth’s  or  fame’s  increafe, 

Nor  Mars  his  Palm,  nor  high  Apollo's  Bays. 

Lord,  if  thy  gracious  bounty  pleafe  to  fill 
The  floor  of  my  defires,  and  teach  roe  skill 
To  drefs  and  chufe  thecorn,take  thofe  the  chaff  that  wit ! 

S/AUGUST 
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S.  AUGUST,  lib.  i.  de  do£h  Chrifli. 

■ 

Temporal  things  more  ravifl)  in  the  expectation  than  in  fruh 
tion : But  things  eternal  more  in  the  fruition  than  expectation , 

Ibidem. 

The  life  of  man  k the  middle  between  Angels  and  Bealls  .a 
if  man  takes  pleafure  in  carnal  things , he  is  compared  to 
beafls : but  if  he  delight  in  fpiritual  things , he  k fuited  with 
Angels . 


c 
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1 Arc  thou  a child  ? Thou  wilt  not  then  be  fed5 
But  like  a child,  and  with  the  childrens  bread ; 
But  thou  art  fed  with  chaff,  or  corn  undreft : 

! My  foul  thou  favour’d  too  much  of  the  bead- 

G 2 
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VIII. 


PHILIPPI ANS  3.19. 

J 

They  mind  earthly  things , 0//r  converfar 

tion  is  in  Heaven . 

Div.  Cupid * 

^en‘W  7Hat  meanst^s  peevifh  babe  ? Whifh,  lullaby* 
V V What  ails  my  babe  ? What  ails  my  babe  to 
Will  nothing  (till  it  ? Will  it  neither  be  (cry  ? 

Pleas’d  with  the  nurfes  breaft,  nor  mothers  knee  ? 

What  ails  my  bird  ? What  moves  my  froward  boy 
To  make  fuch  whimp’ring  faces  ? Peace,  my  joy : 

Will  nothing  do  ? Come,  come  this  pettifli  brat, 
i Thus  cry  and  brawl,  and  cannot  tell  for  what  ? 

Come  bufs  and  friends,  my  Iamb ; whifh  lullaby. 

What  ails  my  babe  ? What  ails  my  babe  to  cry  f 
\ Peace,  peace  my  dear  ; alas  thy  early  years 
Had  never  faults  to  merit  half  thefe  tears; 

Come  fmile  upon  me:  Let  thy  mother  fpie 
Thy  fathers  image  in  her  babies  eye  ; 

Husband  thefe  guilty  drops  againft  thee  rage 
Of  harder  fortunes,  and  the  gripes  of  age ; 

Thine  eye’s  not  ripe  for  tears ; Whifh  lullaby; 

What  ails  my  babe,  me  fweet  fac’d  babe  to  cry  ? 

Look,  look,  what’s  here ! A dainty  golden  thing : 

See  how  the  dancing  bells  turn  round  and  ring 
To  pleafemy  bantling!  Here’s  a knack  will  bree4 
hundred  kiffes : Here’s  a knack  indeed. 
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So,  now  my  bird  is  white,  and  looks  as  fair 
As  Pelofs  (houlder,  or  like  a milk-white  pair: 

Heres  right  the  father’s  fmile-,  when  Mars  beguil’di 
Sick  Venus  of  her  heart,  juft  thus  he  fmiM. 

Divine  Cupid . 

Well  may  they  fmile  alike ; thy  bafe-bred  boy 
And  his  bafe  fire  had  both  one  caufe,  a toy : ' 

How  well  their  fubjefls  and  their  fijiiles  agree  l 
Thy  Cupid  finds  a toy,  and  Mtrs  found  thee  : 

Falfe  Queen  of  beauty.  Queen  of  falfe  delights, 

Thy  knee  prefents  an  Embleme,  that  invites 
Man  to  himfelf,  whofefelf  tranfported  heart 
(Oe’r-whelm’d  with  native  forrows,  and  the  fmart 
Of  purchas’d  griefs)  lies  vyhining  (light  and  day. 

Not  knowing  why,  till  heavy-heel’d  delay. 

The  dull -brow’d  Pander  of  defpair,  lays  by 
His  leaden  buskings,  and  prefents  his  eye 
With  antick  trifles,  which  th’  indulgent  earth 
Makes  proper  objefts  of  mans  childifh  mirth. 

Thefe  be  the  coyn  that  pafs,  the  fvveets  that  pleafe ; 
There’s  nothing  good,  there’s  nothing  great  but  thefe 
Thefe  be  the  pipes  that  bafe  born  minds  dance  after. 
And  turn  intKnod’rate  tears  to  lavifh  laughter ; 

Whilft  Heav’nly  raptures  pafs  without  regard ; 

Their  firing?  are  harfh  and  their  high  flrains  unheard 
The  ploughmans  whittle  or  the  trivial  flute 
Find  more  refpeft  than  great  Apollo' s lute : 

We’ll  look  to  Heav’n,  and  truft  to  higher  joys ; 
f'et  fwine  love  husks,  and  children  whine  for  toys. 

' ; ’ ■ - ::  :■  r.;'h  v['i 


S.  BERN 


95 


Book  2.  Emblemed * 

S.BERN, 

That  is  the  true  and  chief  joy  which  is  not  conceived  from  the 
creaturefiut  received  fromthe  Creator  yvt>hich{betng  oncepojfejt 
thereof ) none  can  take  from  thee ; Whereto  attpleafure  being 
compared  it  torment ,all  joy  is  grief \fweet  things  are  bitter 
glory  is  bafenefs , and  all  deleft  able  things  are  defpicable 

S.  BERN. 

Joy  in  a changeable  fubjeft  muii  jieceftarily  change  at  the 
fubjeft  changeth . 


I 


E P I Go  2. 

f’eace,  childifll  Cupid,  peace : thy  fing«’d  ^'e  . 
3ut  cries  for  what,  in  time,  will  make  thee  cry. 
But  are  thy  peevilh  wranglings  thus  appeas d . 
W^ll  mayeft  thou  cr-y,  that  artfo  poorly  plea 
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IX. 

V- 

ISAIAH  10. 

What  will  you.  do  in  the  day  of  your  vijita- 
tion  .<?  to  whom  will  ye  fliefor  help  .<?  and 

where  will  you  leave  your  glory  ? 

' - • A 

i 

IS  this  that  jolly  God,  whofe  Cyprian  bow 
Has  fhot  fo  many  flaming  darts, 

And  made  fo  many  wounded  Beauties  go 
Sadly  perplex’d  with  whimp’r ing  hearts  ? 

Is  this  that  Sov’reign  Diety  that  brings 

, ,Th.e  .flavijh  world  in  awe,  and  flings  (Kings  ? 
The  blundring  fouls  of  f wains,  and  flops  the  hearts  of 

2 

j What  Circeaij  eharm,  what  Hecatean  fpighc 
> Has  thus  abus’d  the  God  of  love? 

; Great  Jove  vvasvanquifh’d  by  his  greater  might- 
j (And  who  is  ftronger  arm’d  thin  Jove)  ' 

Or  has  our  lufltul  god  perform’d  a Rape, 

And  (fearing  Argw  eyes)  would  fcape? 

! rhe  view  of  jealous  earth,  in  this  prodigious  (hap^ 


j ! Where  be  thofe  rofie  cheeks,  that  lately  fcorn’d 
The  malice  of  injurious  Fates  ? 

Ah,  where’s  that  pearl  Percullis  that  adorn’d 
Thofe  dainty  two-leav’d  fluby  gates  ? 

Where  be  thofe  killing  eyes  that  fo  controlfd 
The  world  ? And  locksthat  did  infold 
knots  of  flaming  wire;  like  curls  of  burnifh’d  gold  ? 

; : ' - no, 
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No,  no  ’twas  neither  Hecatean  fpice, 

Nor  charm  below,  nor  pow  r above ; 

•Twas  neither  Circe7 s fpell,  nor  ftygian  (p’rite 
That  thus  transform’d  our  God  of  Love, 

’Twas  owl-ey’d  Luff  (more  potent  far  than  they ) 
Whofe  eyes  and  aftions  hate  the  day  : 

Whom  all  the  world  obferve,  whom  all  the  world  obey 

5 

See  how  the  latter  Trumpets  dreadful  blaft 
Affrights  flout  Mars  his  trembling  fon ! 

See,  how  he  ffartles!  how  he  (lands  agaft. 

And  fcrambles  from  his  melting  Throne  . 

Hark  how  the  direful  hand  of  vengeance  tears 
The  fwelt’ring  clouds,  whilfl  Heav  n appears 
A circle  fill’d  with  flame,  and  centred  with  his  fears. 


This  is  that  day,  whofe  oft  report  hath  worn 
Negle&ed  tongues  of  Prophets  bare  •, 

The  faithlefs  fubjeft  of  the  worldlings  lcorn. 

The  fum  of  Men  and  Angels  pray'r  : 

This,  this  the  day,  whofe  All-difcermng  light 
Ranfacks  the  fecret  dens  of  night. 

And  fevers  good  from  bad  •,  true  joys  from  falfe  deligr 

You  growling  worldlings,  you,  whofe  wifdom  trades 
Where  light  ne’er  (hot  his  golden  ray. 

That  hide  your  aftions  in  Cimmerian  (hades, 

How  will  your  eyes  endure  this  day 
Hills  will  be  deaf,  and  mountains  will  not  hear , 
There  be  no  caves,  no  corners  there,  v " 
To  (hade  your  fouls  ffom  fire,  to  fliield  your  hearts  fra 

u tt  n ( 
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0 the  extreme  loath fomnefs  of  flefhly  lufl , which  not  on* 
ly  effeminates  the  mind 5 but  enerves  the  body } which  not 
only  diflaineth  the  foul , but  difguifeth  the  perjon ! It  is 
ufhered  with  fury  and  wantoimefs  \ it  is  accompanied  with 
filthinefs  and  uncleamefs  *,  and  it  is  followed  with  grief  and 
repentance . 

. ' - i ) - ^ - 


I 


\ 
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vVhac?  fweet  fac’d  Cupid,  has  thy  baftard-treafure, 
irhy  boafted  honours  and  thy  bold-fac’d  pleafure 
Perplex’d  thee  now  ? I told  thee  long  ago, 
fo  what  they’d  bring  thee,  feol,  To  wit,  to  woe. 


iCQ  Emblems,  Book  2. 

. \ v 

X. 


lev 


Emblems. 


tot 


Book  2. 


X. 


NAHUM  2.  io. 


She  is  empty,  and  void , and  wajtez 


i 

SHe’s  empty  : hark,  ftie  founds,  there’s  nothing  there 
\ ^ * But  noife  to  fill  thy  ear  j 

Thy  vain  enquiry  can  at  length  but  find 

A blaft  of  murrrmng  wind  z 
It  is  a cask,  that  feems  as  full,  as  fair, 

But  meerly  tunn’d  with  air  5 
Fond  youth,  go  build  thy  hopes  on  better  grounds  2 

The  foul  that  vainly  founds 
Her  joys  upon  this  world  but  feeds  on  empty  founds* 


She's  empty  : hark,  file  founds  : there's  nothing  iu% 

The  fpark-ingendring  flint 
jj  Shall  fooner  melt,  and  hardefl  raunce  fliail  firft 
; Difiblve  and  quench  thy  thirft, 

E’re  this  falfe  world  fliail  ftill  thy  ftormy  bread 

With  fmooth-fac’d  calms  of  reft. 
Thou  may’ll  as  well  expeft  Meridian  light 

From  (hades  of  black-  mouth'd  night> 
I As  in  this  empty  world  to  find  a full  delight. 
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She's  empty  : hark,  Hie  founds  *,  ’tis  void  and  vaft  ^ 

What  if  fome  flatfring  blaft 
Of  flatuous  honour  fhould  perchance  be  there. 

And  whifper  in  thine  ear? 

It  is  but  wind,  and  blows  but  where  ir  lift, 

And  vanifheth  like  a mift. 

Poor  honour  earth  can  give!  What  gen’rous  mind 

Would  be  fo  bafe  to  bind 

Her  Heav’n  bred  foul  a Have  to  ferve  a blaft  of  wind  ? 

4 

She's  empty  : hark,  fhe  founds : ’tis  but  a ball 

For  fools  to  play  withall : 

The  painted  film  but  of  a ftronger  bubble. 

That’s  lin’d  with  filken  trouble  : 
It  is  a world,  whofe  work  and  recreation 

Is  vanity  and  vexation  * 

A Hag,  repair’d  with  vice  complexion  paint, 

L ~ ' ' ' ‘ 

It  is  a faint,  a fiend, 

' i 5 


. quelt  houle  ot  complaint  5 
worfe  fiend,  when  moft  a faint. 


VI 

She’s  empty  : hark,  fhe  founds:  ’tis  vain  and  void* 

What's  here  to  be  enjoy’d 
But  grief  and  ficknefs,  and  large  bills  of  forrow. 

Drawn  now,  and  crofs’d  to  morroi 
Or  what  are  men,  but  puffs  of  dying  breath, 

Reviv’d  with  living  death  ? 

Fond  lad,  O build  thy  hopes  on  furer  grounds 

Than  what  dull  flefh  propounds: 
Truft  not  this  hollow  world , fhe’s  empty : hark, fhe  foun : . 
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Contemnriches,  and  thou  /halt  be  rich ; contemn  glory  and 
thou/foalt  be  glorious  ^ contemn  injuries , and  thou  J halt  be  a 
conqueror  * contemn  red,  and  thou  f halt  gain  reds  contemn 
earth  and  thou  flo all  find  Heaven . 


HUGO  lib,  dc  Vanie.  mundi. 

The  world  is  a vanity  which  affordeth  neither  beauty  to 
the  amorous , nor  rewar d to  the  laborious , nor  encouragement 
to  the  iflduftrms . 


Her  rent  is  forrow,  and  her  Income  tears : 

Cupid,  ’t  has  long  flood  void  3 her  bills  make  known* 
She  muft  be  dearly  let?  or  let  alone# 
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This  Houfe  is  to  be  let  for  life  or  years  s 
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MATTH.  7. 14: 

Narrow  is  the  way  that  leadeth  unto  lifif 
and  few  there  be  that  find  it. 

PRepoft’rous  fool,  thou  troul’ft  amifs«? 

Thou  err’ft^  that’s  not  the  way,  ’cis  this  i 
Thy  hopes  inftrufted  by  thine  eye, 

! Make  thee  appear  more  near  than  I ^ 

My  floor  is  not  fo  flat,  fo  fine, 

I And  has  more  obvious  rubs  than  thine; 

Tis  true  my  way  is  hard  and  ftraic. 

And  leads  me  through  a thorny  gate: 

Whofe  rankling  pricks  are fharp  and  fell* 

The  Common  way  to  Heav’n’s  by  hell: 

; ’Tis  true  $ thy  path  is  fhort  and  fair. 

And  free  from  rubs : Ah,  fool,  beware, 

The  faf’ft  road’s  not  always  ev’n; 

The  way  to  Hell’s  a feeming  Heav’n : 

Think’ft  thou  the  Crown  of  Glory’s  had 
With  idle  eafe,  fond  Cyprian  lad  ? 

Think’ft  thou,  that  mirth,  and  vain  delight^ 

High  feed,  and  fltadow-fhortning  nights, 

11  Soft  knees,  full  bags  and  beds  of  down. 

Are  proper  prologues  to  a Crown  ? 

Or  canft  thou  hope  to  come  and  view. 

Like  profperous  C<efar9  and  fubdue  ? 

The  bond  flave  Ufurer  will  trudge, 

In  fpight  of  Gouts  will  turn  a drudge, 

! And  ferve  his  foul-condemning  purfe,  , 

T’  increafe  it  with  the  widows  curfe : 

h 
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And  fhall  the  crown  of  glory  Hand 
Not  worth  the  waving  of  an  hand  l 
The  flefhly  wanton  to  obtain 
His  minute*luft,  will  count  it  gain 
To  lofe  his  freedom,  his  efface. 

Upon  fo  dear,  fo  fweet  a rate  *, 

Shall  pleafures  thus  be  priz'd,  and  muft 
Heav’ns  Palm  be  cheaper  than  a lull? 

The  true-bred  fpark,  to  hoife  his  name 
Upon  the  waxen  wings  of  fame, 

Will  fight  undaunted  in  a flood 
That’s  rais’d  with  brackifh  drops  and  blood 
And  fhall  the  promis’d  crown  of  life 
Ee  thought  a toy,  not  worth  a ftrife  ? 

An  eafie  good  brings  eafie  gains ; 

But  things  of  price  are  bought  with  pains : 
The  pleafing  way  is  not  the  right: 

He  that  would  conquer  Heav’n  muft  fight* 
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S.  H I E R O N.  in  Ep, 

’ ' A' 

No  labour  is  hard , no  time  is  long , wherein  the : g/orjf  0/ 
Eternity  is  the  mah  we  level  at* 

S.GREG.  lib.  8,  Mor. 

* The  valour  of  a juft  man  is  to  conquer  the  fleftjy  to  contra - 
rf/7?  6 k o*p/j  W/,  *0  quench  the  delights  of  this  prefent  Hfey 
to  endure  and  love  the  miferies  of  this  world  for  the  reward 
of  a better  yto  contemn  the  flatteries  of  profperity7and  inward- 
ly to  overcome  the  fears  of  adverfity . 


EPIG,  tu 

0 Cupid,  if  chy  fmoother  way  were  right, 

j I fhould  miftruft  this  Crown  were  counterfeit  t, 
( The  way’s  not  eafie  where  the  Prize  is  great : 

1 hope  no  virtues,  where  I fmell  no  fweat, 
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tat  ecurus  amor. 
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GALAT.6.  14. 

God  forbid  that  I Jhould  glory,  fave  in  the 
Crofs , 


CAn  nothing  fettle  my  uncertain  bread, 

And  fix  my  rambling  love  i 
Can  my  aflfeftions  find  out  nothing  bed. 

But  dill  and  dill  remove  ? 

Has  earth  no  mercy?  will  no  Ark  of  red 

Receive  my  redlefs  Dove  ? 

Is  there  no  good,  than  which  there’s  nothing  higher, 

To  blefs  my  full  defire 

With  joys  that  never  change*  with  joys  that  ne’er  expire? 

% 


l wanted  wealth  j and  at  my  dear  requeft, 

! ^ Earth  lent  a quick  fupply  • 

wanted  mirth  to  charm  my  fullen  bread ; 

And  who  more  brisk  than  I ? 
wanted  fame  to  glorifie  the  red ; 

My  fame  flew  eagle-high  : 
fy  joy  not  fully  ripe,  but  all  decay’d  ; * 
lill  / Wealth  vanifh’d  like  a diade, 

ty  mirth  began  to  flag,  my  fame  began  to  fade* 

|H  3 

"he  worlds  an  Ocean  hurried  to  and  fro  i 

with  ev’ry  blaft  of  paffion : 

H 5 Her 
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Herluftful  ftreams,  when  either  ebb  or  flow, 

Are  tides  of  mans  vexation  : 

They  alter  daily,  and  they  daily  grow 

The  vvorfe  by  alteration : 

The  earth’s  a cask  full  tunn’d,  yet  wanting  meafure; 

Her  precious  wine  is  pleafure; 

Her  yeft  is  honours  puff;  her  lees  are  worldly  treafure. 

/ - -V  ' > • S I 

4 


My  cruft  is  in  the  crofs : There  lies  my  reft : 

My  faffcj  my  foie  delight: 

Let  cold-moutb’d  Boreas,  or  the  hot  mouth’d  Eaft 

Blow  till  they  burft  with  fpight; 
Let  earth  and  Hell  confpire  their  worft,  their  beft,  , 

And  joyn  their  twilled  might ; 

Let  fhowrs  of  thunder-bolts  dart  down  and  wound  me 
~ And  troops  of  fiends  furround  me, 

All  this  may  well  confront  ; all  this fliall  ne’er  confoun< 
v . (in<; 


S.  A ll  G 


My  tmft  is  in  the  Crofs : let  beauty  flag 

Her  Icofe,  her  wanton  fail  ; 

Let  counfnance-guilding  honour  ceafe  to  brag 

In  courtly  terms,  and  vail; 

Let  ditch-bred  wealth  henceforth  forget  to  wag 

Her  bafe,  though  golden  tail ; 
Falfe  beauties  conqueft,  is  but  real  lols, 

And  wealth  but  golden  drofs ; 
Beft  honours  but  a biaft : my  truft  is  in  the  Crofs. 

. '1 
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Ill 


Chriffs  Crofs  is  the  Chrifcrofs  of  all  our  bappinefs : It  deli- 
vers us  fom  all  blindnefs  of  errr,  and  enriches  our  darknefs 
with  light-,  it  reftoreth  the  troubled  foul  to  reft , It  bringeth 
ftr angers  to  Gods  acquaintance : Itmaketh  remote  foreigners 
near  neighbours  it  cutteth  off  dif cord  5 concludeth  a league 
of  everlaftingpeace  and  is  the  bounteous  author  of  allg  od. 

■ ' 1 
S.  B E R N,  in  Scr.  de  Refur, 

We  find  glory  in  the  Crofs  ; to  us  that  are  faved,  it  is  the 
power  of  God,  and  the  fulnefs  of  alt  vertues , 


EPIG,  12* 

I follow’d  reft  5 reft  fled  and  foon  forfook  me, 
I ran  from  grief \ grief  ran  and  overcook  me. 
What  fti all  I do  ? left  I be  coo  much  toft 
On  worldly  croftes3  Lord,  let  me  be  croft, 

H 4 
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' ' 

PROV.  26.  11. 

return eth  to  his  vomit , 
returneth  to  his  folly; 

OI  am  wounded ! and  my  wounds  do  fniarc 
Beyond  my  patience  or  great  Chiron's  art ; 

I yield,  I yield  the  day,  the  Palm  is  thine; 
jThy  bow’s  more  true ; thy  (haft’s  more  fierce  than  mine. 
Hold,  hold,  0 hold  thy  conqu’ring  hand.  What  need 
To  fend  more  darts  ? the  firfthas  done  the  deed  : 

Oft  have  we  ftruggled,  when  our  equal  arms 
?hot  equal  (hafts,  nifflifted  equal  harms; 

But  this  exceeds,  and  with  her  flaming  head, 

Twy-fork’d  with  death,  has  (truck  my  confidence  dead. 

But  muft  I die?  Ah  me ! if  thac  were  all, 

iThen,  then  I’d  ftroke  my  bleeding  wounds,  and  cajl 

This  dart  a cordial,  and  with  joy  endure 

Thele  harfli  ingredients,  where  my  grief’s  my  cure. 

But  fomerhing  whifpers  in  my  dying  ear. 

There  is  an  after-day ; which  day  I fear. 

The  (lender  debt  to  Nature’s  quickly  paid, 
Difcharg’d  perchance  wich  greater  eafe  than  made; 

But  if  that  pale- fac’d  Sergeant  make  arreft, 

Ten  thoufand  adtions  would  (whereof  the  lead 
Is  more  than  all  this  lower  world  can  bail) 

Beentred,  and  condemn  me  to  the  jail 
Of  Stygian  darknefs,  bound  in  red  hot  chains. 

And  grip’d  with  tortures  worfe  than  Titian  pains. 
Farewel  my  vain,  farewel  my  loofe  delights; 

Farewel  my  rambling  days,  my  rev’ling  nights ; 

•.V  t i 
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’Twas  you  betay’d  me  firft,  and  when  ye  found 
My  foul  advantage,  gave  my  foul  the  wound  : 
Farewel  my  bullion  gods,  whofe  fovereign  looks 
So  often  catch’d  me  with  their  golden  hooks : 

Go  feek  another  flave;  ye  mud  all  go; 

I cannot  lerve  my  God  and  Bullion  too. 

Farewell  falfe  honour ; you  whofe  airy  wings 
Did  mount  my  foul  above  the  thrones  of  Kings; 

Then  flatter’d  me,  took  pet  and  in  difdain, 

Nipt  my  green  buds;  then  kick’d  me  down  again: 
Farewell  my  bow  ; farewel  my  Cyprian  Quiver; 
Farewel  dear  world,  farewel  dear  world  for  ever. 

O,  but  this  mod  delicious  world,  how  fweet 
Her  pleafures  relifh ! Ah!  How  jumpt  they  meet 
- The  grafping  foul,  and  with  their  fprightly  fire, 
Revive  and  raife,  and  rowze  the  wrapt  defire  1 
Forever?  O,  to  part  fo  long  ? what?  never 
jVieet  more  ?‘  another  year,  and  then  for  ever : 

Too  quick  refolves  do  refolution  wrong  ; 

What,  part  fo  foon,  to  be  divorc’d  (o  long  ? 

Things  to  be  done  are  long  to  be  debated  ; 

Heav’n  is  not  decay’d.  Repentance  is  not  dated. 
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S.  AUGUST,  lib#  de  util.  agcn.  pern. 

Go  up  my  foul  into  the  tribunal  of  thy  Confcience  : there 
fet  thy  guilty  felf  before  thy  Self : Hide  not  thy  felf  behind 
thy  felf , left  God  bring  thee  forth  before  thy  felf 

S.  A U G U S T,  in  Soliloq. 

In  vain  is  thatwaftoing , where  the  next  fin  defileth  : He 
hath  ill  repented 5 whofe  fins  are  repeated : that  ftomach  is 
\ the  worfefor  vomiting , that  lickcth  up  his  vomit . 

ANSELM. 

God  hath  promi  fed  pardon  to  him  that  repenteth,  but  he 
hath  not  promi  fed  repentance  to  him  that  finneth . 


'i 


E P I G.  15. 

i Brain-wounded  Cupid,  had  this  hafly  dare, 

As  ic  has  prick’d  thy  fancy,  pierc’d  thy  heart, 

T had  been  thy  friend  : O how  hath  it  deceiv’d  thee* 
For  had  this  dart  but  kill’d,  this  dart  had  fav’d  thee. 
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PHOV.  24. 1 6, 

1 

A jnjl  man  fall eth  [even  times,  and  rifeth  up 
again $ but  the  wicked Jhall  fall  into  mifchief 


r ' ' ■ r' : 

TIs  but  a foil  at  belt,  and  that’s  the  moft 

Your  skill  can  boaft : 

My  flipp’ry  footing  fail’d  me*  and  you  tripe 

Juft  as  I flipt : 

My  wanton  wcaknefs  did  her  felf  betray 

With  too  much  play : 

! I was  too  bold,  He  never  yet  flood  lure : 

That  flands  fecure: 

j Who  ever  trufled  to  his  native  fir ength* 

But  fell  at  length  ? 

The  title’s  craz’d,  the  tenure  is  not  gocd, 

! That  claims  by  th’  evidence  of  flefh  and  blood* 

2 

. . \ 

Boaft  not  thy  skill,  the  righteous  man  falls  oft^ 

Yet  falls  but  fo ft  : 

There  may  be  dirt  to  mire  him,  but  noflones 

To  crufh  his  bones : 

What  if  he  flaggers  ? Nay,  put  cafe  he  be 

Foil’d  on  his  knee  ? 

That  very  knee  will  bend  to  Heav’n,  and  woo 

For  mercy  too. 

The  true-bred  Gamefter  ups  a frefh,  and  then3 
1 Falls  to’t  agen ; 

Whereas  the  leaden  hearted  coward  lies. 

And  yields  his  conquer’d  life,  or  craven’d  dies. 


Boaft 


/ 
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Boaft  not  thy  Conqueft;  thou  that  ev’ry  hour 

Fall'll  ten  times  lower, 

Nay,  haft  not  pow’r  to  rile,  if  not,  in  cafe, 

■’  To  fall  more  bafe : 

Thou  waliow’ft  where  I flip;  and  thou  dolt  tumble. 

Where  I but  (tumble : 

Thou  glory’ll  in  thy  flav’ries  dirty  badges, 

And  fall’ll  for  wages : 

Sowre  grief  and  fad  repentance  fcowrs  and  clears 
: My  {tains  with  tears: 

Thy  falling  keeps  thy  falling  ftill  in  ure; 

But  when  l flip,  I Hand  the  more  fecure. 

:"  4 
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Lord,  what  a nothing  is  this  little  fpan, 
c1’  ' We  call  a Man ! 

What  fenny  tralh  maintains  the  fnioth’ring  fires 

Of  his  defires  1 

How  flight  and  fhort  are  his  refolvesat  longeft 

How  weak  at  flrongeft ! 

O if  a finner  held  by  that  fail  hand. 

Can  hardly  ftand, 

Good  God in  what  a defp’rate  cafe  are  they  i 

That  have  no  flay! 

Man’s  ftate  implies  a neceflary  curfe ; (worfi 

When  not  himfelf,  he’s  mad-,  when  mofl  himfelf,  he 

“ v.’  ‘ • * , 1 T • „ ' ~ *♦'  | 
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5.  AMEROS.  in  Sc r.  ad  vincula. 

Pet  er  flood  wore  firmly  after  he  had  lamented  hU  fall  than 
1 e fore  he  fell . Infomuch  that  he  found  more  grace  than  he 
(oft  grace . 

j 

S.  C H R Y S.  in  Ep.  ad  Heliod.  monach. 

It  is  no  fuch  hainous  matter  to  fall  affliried,  as  bringdown 
0 lie  de  fried.  It  is  no  danger  for  a Souldier  to  receive  a 
round  in  battle,  but  after  the  wound  received,  through  de- 
pair  of  recovery  to  refufe  a remedy  \ for  we  often  feewound- 
d Champions  wear  the  palm  at  loft,  and  after, fight  crowned 
nth  viriory. 


/ 


E P I G.  14. 

triumph  not}  Cupid,  his  mifchance  doth  fhow 
ihy  trader  doth  once,  what  thou  doft  always  do : 

>rag  not  coo  foon;  has  thy  prevailing  hand 

foil’d  him?  Ah  fed.  tha  haft.-taught  him  how  to /land. 


/^J*utet  ; claiuutui  o^^i . 
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J E R,  32.  40. 


I mil  put  fear  in  their  hearts ^ that  they 

Jhall  not  depart  from  me. 

•* 

SO,  now  the  Soul’s  fublim'd  * her  fower  defires 
Are  recalcin’d  in  heaven’s  welJ  temp’red  fires  : 

The  heart  reftor’d  and  purg’d  from  droffie  nature* 

Now  finds  the  freedom  of  a new-born  creature : ’ 
tt  lives  another  life,  it  breaths  new  breath  5 
ft  neither  fears  nor  feels  the  fling  of  death : 

Uke  as  the  idle  vagrant  (having  none) 

Fhat  boldly  ’dopts  each  houfe  he  views,  his  own  y 
vfakes  ev’ry  purfe  his  chequer  * and  at  pleafure, 

-Valks  forth  and  taxes  all  the  world  like  C&fary 
^t  length  by  virtue  of  a juft  command, 
lis  fides  are  lent  to  a feverer  hand  ; 

Vhereon  his  Pafs,  not  fully  underftood, 
s taxed  in  a manufcript  of  blood  ; 
fhus  part  from  town  to  town  ; until  he  come 
i for^  repentant  to  his  native  home  : 

Jv’n  fo  the  rambling  heart,  that  idly  roves 
rom  crimes  to  fin,  and  uncontrord  removes 
torn  luft  to  luft,  when  wanton  flefh  invites 
rom  old- worn  pleafures  to  new  choice  delights, 
c length  corrected  by  the  filial  rod 
t his  offended  (but  his  gracious  God) 
nd  Jafh’d  from  fins  to  fighs ; and  by  degrees,  ' 
rbm  fighs  to  vows3  from  vows  to  bended  knees  3 
rom  bended  knees  to  a true  penfive  breftj 
rom  thence  to  torments  not  by  tongue  expreft. 
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Returns*,  (and  from  his  finful  felf  exil’d) 

Finds  a glad  father,  he  a welcome  child : 

O then  it  lives  *,  O then  it  lives  involv’d 
In  fecret  raptures*,  pants  to  be  diffolv’d  : 

The  royal  Off- fpring  of  a fecond  Birth 
Sets  ope  to  Heav’n,  and  (huts  the  door  to  earth  2 
If  love-fick  Jove  commanded  clouds  fhould  hap 
To  rain  fuchihow’rs  as  quickned  Danas' s lap : 

Or  Dogs  (far  kinder  than  their  purple  matter) 

Should  lick  his  fores,  he  laughs,  nor  weeps  the  fatter, 
If  earth  (Heav’ns  rival)  dart  her  idle  ray; 

To  Heav’n,  ’tis  wax,  and  to  the  world,  ’tis  day : 

If  earth  prefent  delights,  it  fcorns  to  draw. 

But  like  the  jet  unrub’d,  difdains  that  ttraw 
No  hope  deceives  it,  and  no  doubt  divides  it; 

No  grief  difturbs  it  *,  and  no  error  guides  it ; 

No  guilt  condemns  it,  and  no  folly  fhames  it ; 

No  lloth  befots  it;  and  no  luft  enthralls  it ; 

No  fcorn  afflitts  it,  and  no  paflion  galls  it : 

It  is  a cark’net  of  immortal  life ; 

An  Ark  of  peace ; the  lifts  of  facred  ftrife ; 

A purer  piece  of  endlefs  tranfltory ; 

A*  Ihrine  of  Grace,  a little  throne  of  Glory  ; 

A Heav’n  born  Off-fpringof  a new-born  birth; 

An  earthly  Heav’n  ; an  ounce  of  Heav’nly  earth. 
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0 happy  hearty  where  piety  affettethy  where  humility  fub- 
jefts,  where  repentance  corre&eth,  where  obedience  din&eth* 
where  per  fever  ance  perfellethywhere  power  protefl etb^where 
devotion  projeffeth,  where  charity  connefieth * 

S.  G R E G. 

Which  way  foever  the  heart  turneth  it  felf  (if  carefully) 
it  /hall  commonly  objerve , that  in  thofe  very  things  welofe 
God,  in  thofe  very  things  we  fljall  find  God;  It  j hall  find  the 
heat  of  his  power  in  confutation  of  thofe  things , in  the  love 
of  which  things  he  was  moft^  cdd,  and  by  what  things  it  fell) 
perverted 3 by  thofe  things  it  is  raifed,  converted . 


iii 

Ilf  \ , v 

EPIG.  1$. 

j My  heart ! But  wherefore  do  I call  thee  fo  ? 

I have  renounc’d  my  int’reft  long  ago; 

When  thou  wer’t  falfe  and  flefhly3  I was  thine  ; 
Mine  wert  thou  never*  till  thou  were  not  mine, 


124 


Emblems, 


Book  2 


i 

1 


m:  : v ' w 

,n5 

THE 

THIRD  BOOK. 

The  Entertainment . 

* 1 

ALL  you  whofe  better  thoughts  are  newly  born 
And  (rebaptiz’d  with  holy  fire)  can  fcorn  ’ 

1 he  worlds  bafe  tralh,  whofe  necks  difdain  to  bear 
TJi’  imperious  yoke  of  Satan ; whofe  chart  ear 
No  wanton  Songs  of  Syrens  can  furprize 
With  falfe  delight ; whofe  more  than  Eagle-eves 
Can  view  the  glorious  flames  of  gold,  and  gaze 
On  ghtt’ring  beams  of  honour,  and  not  daze- 
Whofe  fouls  can  fpurn  at  pleafure,  and  deny’ 

The  loofe  fuggeftions  of  the  flelh,  draw  nigh: 

| And  you  whofe  am’rous,  whofe  feleft  defires 
Would  feel  the  warmth  of  thofe  tranfcendent  fires. 

Which  (like  the  riling  Sun)  put  out  the  light 

P*  V mm  rtar,  and  turn  her  day  to  night; 

fou  that  would  love,  and  have  your  partions  crown’d 

With  greater  happinefs,  than  can  be  found 

n your  own  wilhes ; you  that  would  affeft 

Where  neither  fcorn,  nor  guile,  nor  difrefpeft 

■hall  wound  your  tortur’d  fouls ; that  would  enjoy. 

Where  neither  want  can  pinch,  norfulnefs  cloy 
tor  double  doubt  afflifis,  nor  bafer  fear 
Inflames  your  courage  in  purfuit,  draw  near, 
hake  hands  with  earth,  and  let  your  foul  refped 
.p  joys  no  further,  than  her  joys  refleft 
pon  her  makers  glory  ; if  thou  fwim 
wealth  fee  him  in  all;  fee  all  in  him  : 

il  ■ !i 


Sink’ft 
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Sink’fl  thou  in  want,  and  is  thy  fmall  cruife  fpent  ? 
See  him  in  want : enjoy  him  in  content : 

Conceiv’d  him  lodg’d  in  Crofs,  or  loft  in  Pain? 

In  Pray’r  and  Patience  find  him  out  again : 

Make  Heav’n  thy  Miftrifs,  let  no  change  remove 
Thy  loyal  heart,  be  fond,  be  fick  of  love: 

What  if  he  flop  his  ear,  or  knit  his  brow  ? 

At  length  he’ll  be  as  fond,  as  Tick  as  thou  : 

Dart  up  thy  foul  in  groans : Thy  fecret  groan 
Shall  pierce  his^ear,  Ihall  pierce  his  ear  alone  : 

Dart  up  thy  foul  in  vows : Thy  facred  vow 
Shall  find  him  out,  where  Heav’n  alone  (hall  know  : 
Dart  up  thy  foul  in  fighs : Thy  whifp  ring  figh 
Shall  rouze  his  ears,  and  fear  no  liftner  nigh : 

Send  up  thy  groans,  thy  fighs,  thy  clofet-vow  •, 
There’s  none,there’s  none  Ihall  know  but  Heav’n  and  the 
Groans  frelh’d  with  vows,and  vows  made  fait  with  tear 
Unfcale  his  eyes,  and  fcale  his  conquer’d  ears : 

Shoot  up  the  bofome-fhafts  of  thy  defire,  ^ 

-Feather  d with  faith,  and  double-fork’d  with  fire. 

And  they  will  hit;  Fear  not,  where  Heav’n  bids  comij 
Keav’n’s  never  deaf,  but  when  man’s  heart  is  dumb. 


i 
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ISAIAH  2 6.  6. 

My  Soul  hath  de/ired  thee  in  the  night. 

GOod  God  ? what  horrid  darknefs  doth  furround 
My  groping  foul ! how  are  my  fenfes  bound 
In  utter  fhades : and  muffled  from  the  light 
Lurk  in  the  bofom  of  eternal  night ! , * 

The  bold-fac’d  Lamp  of  Heav’n  can  fet  and  rife; 

And  with  his  morning  glory  fill  the  eyes  : 

Of  gating  mortals-,  his  viftorious  ray 
Can  chafe  the  fhadows  and  reftore  the  day: ' 

Nights  bafhful  Emprefs,  though  fhe  often  wain. 

As  oft  repents  her  darknefs,  primes  again ; 

And  with  her  circling  horns  doth  re-embrace 
Her  brothers  wealth,  and  orbs  her  filver  face. 

But  ah,  niy  Sun  deep  fwallow’d  in  his  fall 
Is  fet  and  cannot  fhine,  nor  rife  at  all : 5 
My  bankrupt  wain  can  beg  nor  borrow  light ; 

Alas,  my  darknefs  is  perpetual  night,  5 

Falls  have  their  rifings,  warnings  have  their  primes. 

And  defp’rate  forrows  wait  theijr  better  times : 

Ebbs  have  tixeir  Floods,  and  Autumns  have  their  Springs  • 
All  Spates  have  changes  hurried  with  the  fwings  b ” 
Of  Chance  and  Time,  hill  riding  to  and  fro : 

Terreffrial  bodies,  and  celeftjaf  too. 
low  often  have  I vaiftly  grop’d  about, 

With  Iength’ned  arms  to  find  a paflage  out, 
fhat  1 might  catch  thofe  beams  mine  eye’delires 
Pd  bache  my  foul  in  thofe  celeflial  fires'? 

-ike  as  the  haggard,  floifrered  in  her  mevv, 
iq  fcowre  her  downy  robes,  and  to  reneiy 

* Her 


I 


/ 
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Her  broken  flags,  preparing  t’overlook 
The  tim’rous  Mallard  at  the  Hiding  brook, 

Jets  oft  from  perch  to  perch*,  from  flock  to  ground. 
From  ground  to  window,  thus  furveying  roimd 
Her  Dovebefeather’d  Prifon,  till  at  length 
(Calling  her  noble  birch  to  mind,  and  flrength 
Whereto  her  wing  was  born)  her  ragged  beak 
Nipps  off  her  jangling  jeffes,  flrives  to  break 
Her  gingling  fetters,  and  begins  to  bate 
At  ev’ry  glimpfe,  and  darts  at  ev’ry  grate : 

Ev’n  fo  my  weary  foul,  that  long  has  bin 
An  inmate  in  this  Tenement  of  fin, 

Lock’d  up  by  cloud-brow’d  Error,  which  invites 
My  cloift’red  thoughts  to  feed  on  black  delights, 

Mow  fcorns  her  fhadows,  and  begins  to  dart 
Her  wing’d  defires  at  thee,  that  only  art 
The  Sun  fhe  feeks,  whofe  rifing  beams  can  fright 
Thefe  dusky-clouds  that  make  fo  dark  a night: 

Shine  forth  great  Glory,  fliine*,  that  I may  fee 
Both  how  to  loath  my  felf,  and  honour  Thee: 

But  if  my  weaknefs  force  thee  to  deny 
Thy  flames,  yet  lend  the  twilight  of  thine  eye : 

If  I muft  want  thofe  Beams  *,  I wifh,  yet  grant, 

That  I,  at  leaf!,  may  wifh  thofe  Beams,  I want. 
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S.  AUGUST.  Soliloqu*  cap.  33. 

There  was  a great  dark  cloud  of  vanity  before  mine  eyes , 
fo  that  I could  not  fee  the  Sun  of  Juftipe  & the  Light  of 
Truth  : 1 being  the  fon  of  darknefs,  was  involved  in  dark - 
nefs  : I loved  my  darknefs , becaufe  I knew  not  thy  light : 1 
was  blind,  and  loved  my  blindnefs , and  did  walk  from  dark- 
nefs to  darknefs  : But  Lord  thou  art  my  God , who  hail  lei 
me  from  darknefs  and  the  (hadow  of  death  ; haft  sailed  me 
into  this  glorious  light,  and  behold 5 I fee 6 


£ P I G«  i. 

My  foul,  chear  up;  what  ii  the  night  be  long, 
Heav’n  finds  an  ear  when  finners  find  a tongue  ; 

Thy  rears  are  morning  fncw’rs : Heav’n  bid  me  fays 
When  Peter  s cock  begins  to  crow,  ’cis  dav.  . ' ■ ; 
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II. 

PSALM  69.  3. 

0 Lord,  thou  knorrejl  my  foolifhnejs , 

hid  from  thee. 


1 

!| 


cEeft  thou  this  fulfom  Ideot?  in  what  mealure 
° He  feems  tranfported  vvith  the  antick  pleafure 
Of  childifh  baubles?  Canft  thou  but  admire 
The  empty  fulnefs  of  his  vain  defire  ? 

Canft  thou  conceive  fuch  poor  delights  as  thefe 
Can  fill  th’ infatiate  foul  of  man,  orpleafe 
The  fond  afpeft  of  his  deluded  eye? 

Reader,  fuch  very  fools  are  thou  and  I; 

Falfe  puffs  of  honour ; the  deceitful  fir  earns 
Of  wealth;  the  idle,  vain  and  empty  dreams 
Of  pleafure,  are  our  traffick,  and  enfnare 
Our  fouls  the  threefold  fubjeft  of  our  care* 

We  toil  for  trafh,  we  barter  folid  joys 
For  aery  trifles,  fell  our  Heav’n  for  toys : 

We  knatch  at  barly  grains,  whilfi  pearls  fiand  by 
Defpis’d  ; fuch  very  fools  are  thou  and  I. 

Aim’ft  thou  at  honour?  Does  notth’  Ideot  fhake  it 
In  his  left  hand  ? Fond  man,  ftep  forth  and  take  it : 

Or  would’ftthou  wealth?  fee  now  the  fool  prefentsthee 
With  a full  basket,  if  fuch  wealth  contents  thee : 
Would’ft  thou  take  pleafure  ? if  the  fool  unftride 
His  prancing  Stallion,  thou  maifi  up  and  ride  ; 

Fond  man,  fuch  is  the  pleafure,  wealth,  and  honour 
The  earth  affords  fuch  fools,  as  dote  upon  her; 

Such  is  the  game  whereat  earth’s  Ideots  flie; 

Such  Ideots,  ah ! fuch  fools  are  thou  and  I: 
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Had  rebel  man’s  fool-hardinefs  extended 
No  farther  than  himfelf,  and  there  had  ended3 
It  had  been  juft  ; but  thus  enrag’d  to  fly 
Upon  the  eternal  eyes  of  Majefty, 

And  drag  the  Son  of  Glory  from  the  bread 
Of  his  indulgent  Father;  to  arreft 
His  great  and  facred  Perfon : in  difgrace 
Tofpit  and  fpawl  upon  his  Sun-bright-face ; 

To  taunt  him  with  bafe  terms,  and  being  bound 
To  fcourge  his  foft,  his  trembling  fides;  to  wound 
His  head  with  thorns;  his  heart  vtith  humane  feats; 
His  hands  with  nails,  and  his  pale  flank  with  fpears  s 
And  then  to  paddle  in  the  purer  ftream 
Of  his  fpilt  blood,  is  more,  than  moft  extreme  r 
Great  builder  of  Mankind,  canft  thou  propound 
All  this  to  thy  bright  eyes,  and  not  confound 
Thy  handy  work  ? O*  Canft  thou  chufebut  fee, 

That  mad’ft  thetye  ? Can  ought  be  hid  from  thee  ? 
Thou  feeft  our  perfons,  Lord  and  not  our  guilt ; 

Thou  feeft  not,  what  thou  maift  but  what  thou  wilt* 
The  hand  that  form’d  us  is  inforc’d  to  be 
A Screen  fet  up  betwixt  thy  work  and  thee : 

Look,  look  upon  that  Hand,  and  thou  (halt  fpie 
An  open  wound,  a through-fare  for  thine  eye  ; 

Or  it  that  wound  be  clos’d,  that  paffage  be 
Oeny’d  between  thy  gracious  eye  and  me, 

Yet  view  the  Scar ; that  fear  will  countermand 
Thy  wrath  : O read  my  fortune  in  thy  hoild» 
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Fools feem  to  abound  in  wealth^whenthey  want  all  things 
they  feem  to  enjoy  happinefs,  when  indeed  they  are  only  moft 
miserable  $ neither  do  they  under  (land  that  they  are  deluded 
by  them  fancy,  till  they  be  delivered  from  their  folly. 

S.  GREG,  in  Mor. 

By  fo  much  the  more  are  we  inwardly  foolijb,  by  how  much 
we  Jlrive  to  feem  outwardly  wife* 


EPI  G.  2. 

Rebellious  fool,  what  has  thy  folly  done  ? 

Controll’d  thy  God,  and  crucifi’d  his  Son  ? 

How  fweetly  has  the  Lord  of  life  deceiv’d  thee  ? (thee. 
Thou  fhedd’ft  his  bloody  and  that  fhed  blood  has  fay’d 
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jfut'e  mercy  oit  me  OLordJorJm-tvcake 
OlrhcaU  liiefirm'  bones  nre  vexed-Tf- 6~z . 
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PSALM  £.2, 


; Have  mercy , LW,  for  I am  weak  • 

| 0 heal  me,  for  my  bones  are  vexed. 

3 j||-  ^ \ 

Soul.  ' JefiM. 

Soul . A H,  Soil  of  Davids  help : Jef.  \yhat  finful  cry 
r\  Implores  the  Son  of  Dtvid  ? Soul.  Ic  is  I. 

Jef.  Who  art  thou  ? Soul . Oh  a deeply  wounded  bread 
That’s  heavy  laden  and  would  fain  have  red. 

Jef.  I haye  no  fcraps,  and  dogs  mud  not  be  fed 
Like  houfhold  children,  with  the  children’s  bread. 

Soul.  True,  Lord ; yet  tolerate  a hungry  whelp 
To  lick  their  Crumbs : O Son  of  Dwid^  help. 

Jef.  Poor  Soul,  what  ail’d  thou  ? Soul.  O I burn,  I fry5 
;I  cannot  red,  I know  not  where  to  By 
To  find  fome  eafe  * 1 turn’d  my  blubber’d  face 
sf  rom  man  to  inan  ; I rowl  from  place  to  place 
T’avoid  my  tortures,  to  obtain  relief, 

But  dill  am  dogg’d  and  haunted  with  my  grief: 

My  mid-night  torments  call  the  fluggifii  light 
And  when  the  morning’s  come,  they  woo  the  night. 

I ’ Jef.  Surceafe  thy  tears, and  fpeak  thy  free  defires,  (fires. 
I So.  Quench, quench  my  flames, & fwage  thofe  fcorching 
Jef.  Cand  thou  behove,  my  hand  can  cure  thv  grief? 
Soul.  Lord,  I believe  ^ Lord,  help  my  unbelief. 

Jef.  Hold  forth  thine  arm  and  let  my  fingers  try 
jrhy  pulfe  •,  where  chiefly  doth  thy  torment  lie? 

Soul.  From  head  to  foot  ♦,  it  reigns  in  ev’ry  partj, 
ut  plays  the  f<?lf-law’d  tyrant  in  my  heart. 
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Jef.  Canft  thou  digeft?  Canft  relifh  wholfom  food  ? 
How  ftands  thy  raft?  Soul.  To  nothing  thar  is  good  ; 

All  finful  trafh,  aud  earths  unfav’ry  fluff 
I can  digeft,  and  relifh  well  enough. 

Jefw*  Is  not  thy  blood  as  cold  as  hot,  by  turns  ? 

Soul . Cold  to  what’s  good  ^ to  what  is  bad  it  burns.  ; 

Jefm*  How  old’s  thy  grief  ? Soul . I took  it  at  the  fall 
With  eating  fruit.  JeJ , ’Tis  Epidemical : 

Thy  blood’s  infeded,  and  th’  infe&ion  fprung 

From  a bad  liver  : ’Tis  a fever  ftrong 

And  full  of  death,  unlefs,  with  prefent  fpced, 

A vein  be  opened  : thou  muft  die,  or  bleed. 

Soul.  O I am  faint  and  fpent:  thatlaunce  that  (hall 
let  forth  my  blood,  lets  forth  my  life  withal : 

Mv  foul  wants  cordials,  and  has  greater  need 
Of  blood,  than  (being  fpent  fo  far)  to  bleed: 

I faint  already,  if  I bleed,  I dye. 

Jef  ’Tis  either  thou  muft  bleed,  flck  foul,  or  I : 

My  blood  s a cordial.  He  that  fucks  my  veins, 

Shall  deanfe  his  own,  and  conquer  greater  pains 
Than  tliefe:  chear  up^this  precious  blood  of  mine 
Shall  cure  thy  grief  *,  my  heart  fhall  bleed  for  thine. 
Believe  and  view  me  with  a faithful  eye, 

Thy  foul  fhall  neither  languid],  bleed  nor  die. 
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S.  AUGUST,  lib..  10.  Confeff. 

Lorrf,  be  merciful  unto  me : Ah  me  : Behold,  I hide  not 
my  wounds : Thou  art  a P by  fid  an , and  1 am  fick -,  Thou  art 
merciful,  and  I am  miferable. 

S.  G R E G.  in  Paftoral. 

0 Wifdom,  with  how  tweet  an  art  doth  thy  wine  and  oyl 
reftore  health  to  my  healthlefs  foul  / How  powerfully  merci- 
ful, how  mercifully  powerful  art  thou!  Powerful  for  me , 
merciful  to  me  ! 

K.  \ " ' * ' : ' 

I'm  : - 


EPIG.  3, 

Canft  thou  be  fick,  and  fuch  a Do&or  by  ? 

Thou  canft  not  live,  unlefs  thy  Doctor  die ! 
Strange  kind  of  grief,  that  finds  no  med’cine  good 
To  Twage  her  pains,  but  the  Phyficians  blood  l 
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-L  ook  ujpon  my  affliction,  and  nufcry 
and  fcryive  inc  all  my  Sums 
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PSA  L,  25.  18. 

Look  upon  my  afjliftion  and  my  pain,  and 
j forgive  all  my  fins. 

BOch  work  and  flrokes  ? Both,  lafh  and  labour  too  ? 

What  more  could  Edom,  or  proud  Afiiur  do? 
Stripes,  after  Stripes  *,  and  blows  fucceeding  blows  ? 

I Lord,  has  thy  fcourge  no  mercy,  and  my  woes 
No  end  ? My  pains  no  eafe  ? No  intermiffion  ? 

Is  this  the  Hate?  Is  this  the  fad  condition 
Of  thofe  that  truft  thee  ? will  thy  goodnefs  pleafe 
T*  allow  no  other  favours  ? None  but  thefe  ? 

Will  not  the  Rhet’rick  of  my  tornjents  move? 

Are  thefe  the  fymptoms,  thefe  the  figns  of  love  ? 

Is’t  not  enough,  enough  that  I fulfil 
The  toylfome  task  of  thy  laborious  will  ? 

May  not  this  labour  expiate  and  purge 
My  fin  without  the  addition  of  a fcourge  ? 

Look  on  my  cloudy  brow,  how  fall  it  rains 
Sad  fhowers  of  fweat,  the  fruits  of  fruitlefs  pains  2 
Behold  thefe  ridges  ^ fee  what  purple  furrows 
Thy  plow  has  made^  O think  upon  thole  forrows 
That  once  were  thine  \ wilt  thou  not  be  woo’d 
To  mercy  by  the  charms  o!  fweac  and  blood  ? 

Mnft  thou  forget  that  drowfie  mount  wherein 
Thy  dull  Bifciples  fleep,  was  not  my  fin 
There  punifh’d  in  my  loul  ? did  not  this  brow 
f hen  fweat  in  thine  ? Were  not  thofe  drops  enow  ? 

Bern  ember  Golgotha,  where  that  fpring  tide 
9’erflow’d  thy  lovcraign  Sacramental  fide; 
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There  was  no  fin,  there  was  no  guilt  in  Thee, 

That  caus’d  thofe  pains ; thou  fweat’ft,thou  bledft  for  me. 
Was  there  not  blood  enough,  when  one  fmall  drop 
Had  pow’r  to  ranfome  thoufand  worlds,  and  Hop 
The  mouth  of  Juflice  ? Lord,  I bled  before 
In  thy  deep  wounds  j can  Juflice  challenge  more  ? 

Or  doft  thou  vainly  labour  to  hedge  in 
Thy  Ioffes  from  my  fides  ? My  blood  is  thin, 

And  thy  free  bounty  fcorns  fuch  eafie  thrifty 
No,  no,  thy  blood  came  not  as  IoVe  but  gift. 

But  muft  I ever  grind  ? And  muft  I earn 
Nothing  but  ftripes?  O wilt  thou  difaltern 
The  rdt  thou  gav’ft  ? Half  thou  perus’d  the  curfe 
Thou  Iaid’fl  on  Adam  s fall,  and  made  it  worfe  ? 

Canft  thou  repent  of  mercy  ? Heav’n  thought  good 
Left  man  fhould  feed  in  fweat  *,  not  work  in  blood  : 

W hy  doft  thou  wound  th’  already  wounded  breaft  ? 

Ah  me  ! my  life  is  but  a pain  at  bell : 

I am  but  dying  duft : my  day’s  a fpan  * 

What  pleafure  tak’ft  thou  in  the  blood  of  man  ? 

Spare,  fpare  thy  fcourge,  and  be  not  fo  auftere : 

Send  fewer  ftroaks^  or  lend  more  ftrength  to  bear. 
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S.  BERN.  Horn.  81.  in  Cant* 

Miferable  man  ! Who  /halt  deliver  me  from  the  reproach 
of  this  flmmeful  bondage  ? I am  a miferable  man , but  a free 
man  *,  free , becaufe  a man  *,  miferable , becaufe  a fervant  : 
In  regard  of  my  bondage , miferable 5 w regard  0/  wy  w//, 
inexcufable  : For  my  will , that  was  free^  beflaved  it  felf  to 
fin,  by  ajfenting  to  fin  3 /ir  he  that  committeth  fifi,  k the 
fervant  to  find 


EPIG9  4. 

Tax  not  thy  God : Thine  own  defaults  did  urge 
I This  twoTold  punifhment  3 the  mill,  the  fcourgc* 
Thy  fin’s  the  author  of  thy  felf-tormenting : 

Thou  grind’ft  for  finning  3 fcourg’d  for  not  repenting. 
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L V. 

JOB  10.  9. 

Remember  I befeech  thee, that  thou  haft  made 
me  as  the  clay , and  wilt  thou  bring  me 
to  dujl  again? 

THus  from  the  bofome  of  the  new  made  earth 
Poor  man  was  delv'd  and  had  his  unborn  birth  j 
The  fame  the  fluff,  the  felf  fame  hand  doth  trim 
The  plant  that  fades,  the  beaft  that  dies,  and  him* 

One  was  their  fire,  one  was  their  common  mother/ 
Plants  are  his  fillers,  and  the  heart  his  brother. 

The  elder  too ; bearts  draw  the  felf- fa  me  breath. 

Wax  old  alike,  and  die  the  felf-fame  death: 
j Plants  grow  as  he,  with  fairer  robes  array’d; 
i Alike  they  fiourifh,  and  alike  they  fade  : 

The  heart  in  fenfe  exceeds  him  and  in  growth, 
Thethree-ag’d  Oak  doth  thrice  exceed  them  both : 
Why  look’ft  thou  then fo  big,  thou  little  fpan 
Of  earth?  what  art  thou  more  in  being  man? 

I,  but  thy  great  Creator  did  infpire 
My  chofen  earth,  with  thy  diviner  fire' 

Of  reafon  ; gave  me  judgment  and  a will : 

That,  to  know  good ; this,  to  choofe  good  from  ill; 

He  puts  the  reigns  of  pow’r  in  my  free  hand, 

And  jurisdiction  over  Sea  and  Land, 

He  gave  me  art  to  lengthen  out  my  fpan 
Of  life,  and  made  me  all,  in  berngmian : 

I hut  thy  paffion  has  committed  treafon 
Againft  thefacred  perfon  of  thy  reafon: 

Thy  judgment  is  corrupt,  perverfe  thy  ^ill  - 
That  knows  no  good,  and  this  makes  choice  of  ill: 
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The  greater  height  fends  down  the  deeper  fell} 

And  good  declin’d  turns  bad,  turns  worft  of  all. 

Say  then  proud  inch  of  living  earth,  what  can 
Thy  greatnefs  claim  the  more  in  being  man  ? 

O but  my  foul  tranfcends  the  pitch  of  nature. 

Born  up  by  tlf  Image  of  her  high  Creatour} 

Out- braves  the  life  ofreafon,  and  bears  down 
Her  waxen  wings,  kicks  off  her  brazen  croton* 

My  heart’s  a living  Temple  x’entertain 
The  King  of  Glory,  and  his  glorious  train : 

How  can  I mend  my  titlexhen  ? where  can 
Ambition  find  a higher  ftife  than  man  ? 

Ah,  but  that  Image  is  defac’d  and  foifd ; 

Her  Temple’s  raz’d,  her  Altars  all  defil’d  ; 

Her  veliels  are  polluted  and  diftain’d 
With  loathed  lufh  her  ornaments  prophan’d  ; 

Her  oil-forfaken  lamps,  and  hallow’d  tapours 
Put  out*,  her  incenfe breaths  unfav’ry  vapours: 

Why  fweirft  thou  then  fo  big,  thou  little  fpan 
Of  earth  ? what  art  thou  more  in  being  man  ? 

Eternal  Potter,  whofe  bleft  hands  did  lay 
My  courfe  foundation  from  a fod  of  clay. 

Thou  know’ft  my  flender  veffei’s  apt  to  leak } 

Thou  know'll  my  brittle  temper’s  prone  to  breaks 
Are  my  bones  brazil,  or  my  flefh  of  oak ! 9 

O mend  what  thou  haft  made,  what  I have  broke  s 
Look,  look  with  gentle  eyes,  and  in  thy  day 
Of  vengeance,  Lord,  remember  I am  clay. 
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Shall  I ash , who  made  me  ? It  was  thou  that  made  ft  me , 
without  whom  nothing  was  made : Thou  art  my  maker , and 
I thy  work . I thank  thee , wy  Lorrf  God, by  whom  I live9 
and  by  whom  all  things  fub fifty  becaufe  thou  madeftme  : I 
thank  thee , 0 my  potter , becaufe  thy  hands  have  made  me% 
becaufe  thy  hands  have  formed  me* 


EPIG. 

Why  fwelPft  thou,  man,  puft  up  with  fame  and  purfe  ? 
Th’art  better  earth,  but  born  to  dig  the  worfe : 

Thou  earn’d  from  earth,  thou  mud  return, 

And  art  but  earth  cad  from  the  womb  to  th’tuu, 

/ 

8 


14$ 


Efttblemes . Book  5 


VI. 


FWhat  shall  S do  vnto  thee,  0 thou t 
reserver  of  men  why  hart  thou  set 
4 marks  tyainfi  thee.  Iah 
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J O B 7.  20. 

I have  finned  : What  jhall  I do  unto  thee , 
0 thou  preferver  of  Men  .<?  Why  doji  thou 
fet  me  as  a mark  againji  thet  <? 

LOrd,  I have  done$  and  Lord,  I have  mifdone$ 

’Tis  folly  to  conteft,  to  drive  with  one 
That  is  too  ftrong ; ’tis  folly  to  affail 
Or  prove  an  arm,  that  will,  that  mud  prevail. 

I’ve  done,  I’ve  done*,  thefe  trembling  hands  haye  thrown 
Their  daring  weapons  down  : The  day’s  thine  own: 
Forbear  to  ffrike  where  thou  had  won  the  field. 

The  palm  is  thine : I yield,  I yield. 

| Thefe  treacherous  hands  that  were  fo  vainly  bold 
|j  To  try  a thrivelefs  combat,  and  to  hold 
Self-wounding  weapons  up,  are  now  extended 
I For  mercy  from  thy  hand^  that  knee  that  bended 
Upon  her  guardlefs  guard  doth  now  repent 
Upon  his  naked  floor  *,  See  both  are  bent. 

And  fue  for  pity  : O my  ragged  wound 
Is  deep  and  defp’rate,  it  is  drench’d  and  drown'd 
In  blood  and  briny  tears : It  doth  begin 
To  (link  without,  and  putrifie  within. 

Let  that  victorious  hand  that  now  appears 
Juft  in  my  blood,  prove  gracious  to  my  tears  $ 

Thou  great  preferver  of  prefumptuous  man. 

What  fhall  I do  ? what  fatisfaCtion  can 
Poor  duff  and  afhes  make  ? O if  that  blood 
That  yet  remains  unified,  were  half  as  good 
As  blood  of  oxen,  if  my  death  might  be 
An  offering  to  atone  my  God  and  me. 
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I would  difdain  injurious  life,  and  (land 
A fuiter  co  be  wounded  from  thy  hand. 

But  may  thy  wrongs  be  meafur’d  by  the  fpan 
Of  life  ? or  balanc’d  with  the  blood  of  man  ? 

No,  no,  eternal  fin  expels  for  guerdon, 

Eternal  penance,  or  eternal  pardon  : 
laydown  thy  weapons,  turn  thy  wrath  away, 

And  pardon  him  that  hath  no  price  to  pay  * 

Enlarge  that  foul,  which  bafe  prefumption  binds  * 

Thy  juftice  cannot  loofe  what  mercy  finds : 

0 thou  that  wilt  not  bruife  the  broken  reed, 

Rub  not  my  fores,  nor  prick  the  wounds  that  bleed. 
Lord,  if  the  peevifh  infant  fights  and  flies, 

With  unpar’d  weapons,  at  his  mothers  eyes, 

Her  frowns  (half  mix’d  withfmiles)  may  chance  tofhet! 
An  angry  love  trick  on  his  arm,  or  fo ; 

Where  if  the  Babe  but  make  a lip  and  cry. 

Her  heart  begins  to  melt,  and  by  and  by 

She  coaks  his  dewy  cheeks 5 her  babe  (he  bliffes,  . || 

And  choaks  her  language  with  a thoufand  kifies  ^ 

1 am  that  child  •,  Lo,  here  J proftrate  lie. 

Pleading  for  mercy  ^ I repent  and  cry 
For  gracious  pardon : let  thy  gentle  ears  _ 

Hear  that  in  words,  what  mothers  judge  in  tears : 

See  not  my  frailties,  Lord,  but  through  my  fear. 

And  look  on  ev’ry  trefpafs  through  a tear  : 

Then  calm  thy^anger,  and  appear  more  mild , 
Remember,  th’arc  a Father,  I a child. 
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Miferable  man  ! Who  /ball  deliver  me  from  the  reproach 
of  this  flyameful  bondage  ? Iam  a miferable  man , but  a free 
man:  Free , becaufe  like  to  God-,  miferable , becaufe  againft 
God : 0 keeper  of  mankind , why  haft  thou  fet  me  as  ama*k 
againft  thee  ? Thou  haft  fet  me,  becaufe  thou  haft  not  bin - 
dred~me  : It  u juft  that  thy  enemy  flmld  be  my  enemy , and 
that  he  who  repugnetb  thee,  flmld  repugn  me . I who  am  a- 
gainft  thee , am  againft  my  [elf 
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But  form'd,  and  fight?  But  horn,  and  then  rebel? 
How  finall  ablafl  will  make  a bubble  fwell  ? 

But  dare  the  floor  affront  the  hand  that  laid  ijt  ? 

^0  apt  is  dufl  to  flv  in's  face  chat  made  it, 

I 

m,  j 


me  for  thine  enemy  .<? 


WHy.doft  thou  (hade  thy  lovely  face  ? O wh' 
Does  that  eclipfing  hand  fo  long  deny 
The  Sun-lhine  of  my  foul-enli’ving  eye  ? 

Without  that  Light,  what  light  remains  in  me  ? 
Thou  art  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  Light,  in  Thee 
live,  I move,  and  by  thy  beams  I fee. 

Thou  art  my  Life,  If  thou  but  turn  away, 
fly  life’s  a thoufand  deaths : Thou  art  my  Way  i 
Without  thee,  Lord,  I travel  not,  but  ftray, 

fly  Light  thou  art ; without  thy  glorious  fight, 
ijtine  eyes  are  darkned  wich  perpetual  night, 
fly  God,  thou  art  my  Way,  my  Life,  my  Light. 

I 

nou  art  my  Way,  I wander,  if  thou  flie: 
rhouart  my  Light-,  if  hid  how  blind  am  I? 

Ihou  art  my  Life-,  if  thou  withdraw,  I die. 

dine  eyes  are  blind  and  dark;  I cannot  fee 5 
'0  whom  or  whither  Ihould  my  darknefs  flee, 
ut  to  the  Light  ? And  who’s'that  Light  but  Thee  ? 

Iy  path  is  loft ; my  wandring  fteps  do  ftray  ; 
cannot  fafely  go,  nor  fafely  ftay; 

Vhom  ftiould  I feek  but  Thee,  my  Path,  my  Way  ? 
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O,  I am  dead : To  whom  fhall  I,  poor  I, 

Repair  ? To  whom  fhall  my  fad  allies  fly 
But  Life  ? And  where  is  Life  but  in  thine  eye  ? 

And  yet  thou  turn’ll  away  thy  face,  and  fly’ll  me 
And  yet  I fue  for  grace,  and  thou  deny’ft  me  j 
Speak,  art  thou  angry,  Lord,  or  only  try ’ft  me  t 

Unskreen  thofe  heavenly  lamps,  or  tell  me  why 
Thou  (had’ft  thy  face  ? perhaps  thou  think’ft  no  eye 
Can  view  thofe  flames  and  not  drop  down  and  die. 

If  that  be  all,  Ihine  forth  and  draw  thee  mgher  •, 

Let  me  behold  and  die,  for  my  defire 
Is,  Phoenix  like,  to  perilh  in  that  fire. 

Death  conquer’d,  Lafrut  was  redeem’d  by  thee 
If  I am  dead,  Lord,  fet  death’s  prifoner  free  j 
Am  I more  fpent,  or  fiink  I worfe  than  he  ? 

If  my  puft  life  be  out,  give  leave  to  tine 
My  fhamelefs  fnuff  at  that  bright  Lamp  of  thine  j 
O what’s  thy  Light  the  lefs  fqr  lightning  mine  > 

If  I have  loft  my  Path,  Great  Shepherd,  fay, 

Shall  I Hill  wanderjin  a doubtful  way  ? 

Lord,  fhall  a Lamb  of  Iff  els  lheep-fold  llray  ? 

Thou  arc  my  Pilgrims  Path , the  blind  man’s  Eye 5 
The  dead  man’s  Life  : on  thee  my  hopes  rely  ■, 

If  thou  remove,  I erre ; I grope ; I die. 

Difclofe  thy  Sun  beams  $ clofe  thy  wings  and  flay 
See,  fee  howl  am  blind,  and  dead,  and  llray, 

O thou  that  art  my  Light,  my  Life,  my  Way, 


S.  AUGUSt 

J 


VJ* 


Book  3;  Emblems, 


*55 


S.  AUGUST.  Soliloq.  cap.  !• 

Wjy  do  ft  thou,  hide  thy  face  ? Happily  thou  wilt  (ay,  none 
can  fee  thy  face  and  live:  Ah  Lord,  let  me  die , that  I may 
fee  thee  let  me  fee  thee , that  1 may  die : I would  not  live, 
but  die  that  I may  fee  Chrijl , J rfe/fo  death-,  that  imay 
live  with  Chrijl,  I defpife  life. 

ANSELM.  Med  * cap.  y0 

0 excellent  hiding , which  is  become  my  perfection  / 60^ 

thou  hide  (l  thy  treafure , to  kindle  my  defire  : Thou  hide  ft 
thy  peart,  to  inflame  the  feeker  thou  delay  ft  to  give,  that 
thou  may  (l  teach  me  to  importune  sfeem’ft  not  to  hear, to  make 
me  per fever e*  ' 


£ P l G»  7. 

If  heav'ns  all  quickning  Eyes  vouchfafe  to  fhin 
Upon  our  fouls,  we  flight  $ if  not,  we  whine? 
Our  Equinoctial  hearts  can  never  lie 
Secure,*  beneath  the  Tropicks  of  that  eye  * 
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0 that  my  head  were  waters,  and  mine  eyes 
a fountain  of  tears,  that  I may  weep  day 
and  night. 

*r  ' ' / ‘ 

OThat  mine  eyes  were  fprings,  and  could  transform 
Their  drops  to  feas  ? My  fighs  into  a ftorni  3 
Of  Zeal,  and  facred  violence,  wherein 
This  laboring  veffel  laden  with  her  fin, 

Might  fuffer  fudden  fhipwrack,  and  be  fplit 
Upon  that  Rock,  where  my  drench’d  foul  may  fit 
| Orewbelm’d  with  plenteous  paffion  ? O and  there 
Drop,  Drop,  into  an  everlafting  tear  ! 

Ah  me ! Thar  ev’ry  Aiding  vein  that  wanders 
Through  this  vaft  Ifle,  did  work  her  wild  Meanders 
In  brackifh  tears  inftead  of  bloud,  and  fwell 
This  flefh  with  holy  Dropfies,  from  whofe  Well, 

Made  warm  with  fighs,  may  fume  my  wafting  breathy 
Whilft  I diffolvein  fteams,  and  reek  to  death! 

Thefe  narrow  fluces  of  my  dribling  eyes 
Are  much  too  ftreight  for  thofe  quick  fpringsthat  rife 
And  hourly  fill  my  Temples  to  the  cop  3 
I cannot  fhed  for  ev’ry  fin  a drop 3 

■Great  builder  of  mankind,  why  haft  thou  fent, 

Such  fwelling  floods,  and  made  fo  final!  a vent? 

0 that  this  flefh  had  tyeen  compos’d  of  fnow, 
fnftead  of  earth  3 and  bones  of  ice,  that  fo, 
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Feeling  the  fervor  of  my  fin ; and  loathing 
The  fire  I feel,  I might  be  thaw'd  to  nothing  1 
O thou  that  didfl,  with  hopeful  joy,  entomb 
Me  thrice  three  Moons  in  thy  laborious  womb. 

And  then  with  joyful  pain,  brought5  ft  forth  a Son, 
What  worth  thy  labour  has  thy  labour  done  ? 
what  was  there  ? Ah  1 What  was  there  in  my  birth 
That  could  defer ve  the  eafieft  fmile  of  mirth  ? 

A man  was  born:  Alas,  and  whafs  a man  ? 

A fcuttle  full  of  duft,  a measur'd  fpan 
Of  Sitting  time  \ a furnifh'd  Pack,  whofe  wares 
Are  fullen  griefs,  and  foul  tormenting  Cares : 

A vale  ot  tears,  a veflel  tunn’d  with  breath. 

By  ficknefs  broacht,  to  be  drawn  out  by  death : 

A hapiefs  helplefs  thing that  born  cjtoes  cry 
To  feed,  that  feeds  to  live,  that  lives  to  die. 

Great  God  and  Man,  whofe  eyefpent  drops  fo  often 
For  me  chat  cannot  weep  enough  \ O foften 
Thefe  marble  brains,  and  ftrike  this  flinty  rock  5 
Or,  if  the  mufick  of  thy  Feter\  Cock 
Will  more  prevail,  fill,  fill  my  hearkning  ears 
With  that  fweet  found,  that  I may  melt  in  tears  l 
I cannot  weep  until  thou  broach  mine  eye^ 

Or  give  me  vent,  or  elfe  I bur fl,  and  die. 

c - * - < ' \ 
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He  that  commits  fins  to  be  wept  for,  cannot  weep  for  fins 
committed:  Andbeing  himfelfmoft  lament  able  hath  no  tears 
to  lament  in i offences. 

N AH  AN  Z.Qrat.  5. 


Tears  are  the  delude  of  fin,  and  the  worlds  facrifice. 
S.  H I E R ON  . in  Efaiam. 


Prayer  appeafes  God,  but  a tear  compels  him:  That  moves 
fim,  but  thk  conftrains  him. 


E P l G.  8. 

Earth  is  an  Kland  ported  round  with  Fears  ^ 

I Thy  way  to  Heav’n  is  through  the  Sea  of  tears. 

It  is  a fiormy  paflage,  where  is  found 

The  wrack  of  many  a (hip,  but  no  man  drown’d. 
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The  forroros  of  hell  compaffed  me  about , a fid 
the  fnares  of  death  prevented  me. 

IS  not  this  Type  well  cut  in  ev’ry  part 

Full  of  rich  cunning?  Fil’d  with  Zeuxian  Art? 

Are  not  the  Hunters,  and  their  Stygian  Hounds 
Limm’d  full  to  th’  life  ? Didft  ever  hear  the  founds 
Of  mufick,  and  the  lip-dividing  breaths 
Of  the  ftrong  winded  Horn,  Recheats,  and  deaths. 
Done  more  exaft  ? Th’  infernal  Nimrods  hollow? 

The  lawlefs  purlieus  ? And  the  Game  they  follow  ? 

The  hidden  Engines,  and  the  fnares  that  lie 
So  undilcover’d,  fo  obfcure  to  th’  eye  ? 

The  new  drawn  net,  and  herintangled  Prey? 

And  him  that  doles  it  ? Beholder,  fay, 

Is’t  not;  well  done?  feems  not  ah  em’ious  fir  i ft 
Betwixt  the  fare  cut  picture  and  the  life? 

Thefe  purlieu  men  are  Devils?  and  the  hounds, 

(Thofe  cjuick-nos’d  Cannibals,  that  fcour  the  grounds) 
Temptations  and  the  Game,  the  Fiends  purfue,  ■ 
Are  humane  foi|s,  which  Hill  they  hive  in  view  5 
Whofe  fury  if  they  chance  to  fcape,  by  flying  5 
The  skilful  Hunter  plants  his  net  clofe  lying 
;i  On  th  unfufpefted  earth,  baited  with  treafure, 
Ambitious  honour,  and  felf  wafting  pleafure: 

Where,  if  the  fouj  but  (loop,  death  (lands  prepar’d 
To  draw  the  net,  and  drown  the  Souls  enfnar’d. 
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Poor  foul ! how  art  thou  hurried  to  and  fro  ? 

Where  canft  thou  fafely  flay  ? where  fafely  go  ? 

If  flay  $ thefe  hot-mouth’d  Hounds  are  apt  to  tear  thee 
If  go^  the  fnares  enclofe,  the  nets  enfnare  thee : N 
What  good  in  this  bad  world  has  pow’r  t’invite  thee 
A willing  Guefl?  wherein  can  earth  delight  thee? 

Her  plea  lures  are  but  itch  : Her  wealth,  but  Cares: 

A world  of  Dangers,  and  a world  of  fnares : 

The  clofe  purfuers  bu fie  hands  do  plant  | 

Snares  in  thy  fubflance*.  Snares  attend  thy  want*. 

Snares  in  thy  credit  ^ Snares  in  thy  difgrace*, 

Snares  in  thy  high  efface ; Snares  in  thy  bafe  *, 

^ Snares  tuck  thy  bed  , and  Snares  furrpund  thy  board ; 
Snares  watch  thy  thoughts  *,  and  $uares  attach  thy  word; 
Snares  in  thy  quiet  j Snares  in  thy  commotion  *, 

Snares  in  thy  diet*,  Snares  in  thy  devotion*, 

Snares  lurk  in  thy  refolves,  Snares  in  thy  doubt. 

Snares  lie  within  thy  heart,  and  Snares  without. 

Snares  are  above  thy  head,  and  Snares  beneath. 

Snares  in  thyficknefs.  Snares  are  in  thy  death: 

O,  if  thefe  purlieus  be  fofull  of  danger. 

Great  God  of  hearts,  the  worlds  lole  fovTaign  Ranges  1 
Preferve  thy  Deer,  and  let  my  foul  be  bleft 
In  thy  fafe  bereft,  where  I feek  for  reft  : 

Then  let  the  Hell-hounds  roar,  I fear  no  ill, 

Rouze  me  they  may,  but  have  no  pow’r  to  kilL 
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[S.  AMEROS.  lib.  4.  in  cap  4.  in  Luc. 

The  reward  of  honours,  the  height  of  power , the  delicacy  of 
diet,  and  the  beauty  of  an  harlot  are  the  fnares  of  the  Devil . 

S.  AMBROS.  de  bono  mortis. 


Whilfl  thou  feekefl  pleafures,  thou  runnefl  into  fnares,  for 
, fhe  eye  of  the  harlot,  is  the  ftiare  of  the  Adulterer. 

SAVANAR. 


Jn  eating  he  fets  before  iu  gluttony : in  generation  luxury  : 
in  labour,  (luggifimefs : in  converfing,  envy:  in  governing, 
covetoufnefs : in  correliing,  anger : in  honour,  pride : in  the 
heart,  he  fets  evil  thoughts : in  the  mouth,  evil  words:  in 
i aSions, evil  works  : when  awake,  he  moves  ut  to  evil  alli- 
ens -•  when  afleep.,  to  filthy  dreams.  '•  !( 


£ l’  1 G. 

iklad,  my  Heart,  Deep  dangers  wait  thy  mirth : 
Thy  fouPs  Way-laid  by  Sea,  by  Hell,  by  Earth: 

Hell  has  her  hounds:  Earth,  fnares : the  Sea  a fhelf; 
jBut  mou  of  al)3  my  heart,  beware  thy  felf.  ’ < !. 
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Hifer  ft ct  vita  juhjnunt  with  titv 
Seinicmt  for  no  mart  liuinf  shall  Pe 
justified  in  thy  sight 

y'  y cs 


Book  3.  Emblems. 

X. 


PSALM  143.  2. 

Enter  not  into  judgment  with  thy  fervant , 
for  in  thy  fight  Jhall  no  man  living  be 
jujlified.  - . ' ' 


i 


1 


JefM‘  Juft  ice*  Sinner . 

7^  D Hing  forth  the  pris’nerJuftice./w.Thy  commands 
13  Are  done.  Juft  Judge:See  here  the  pris’ner  ftands. 

Jef' w hat  has  the  pris’ner  done  ? Say 3 what’s  the  caufe 
Of  his  commitment?  Juft . He  hath  broke  the  laws 
Of  his  too  gracious  God  3 confpir’d  the  death 
Of  that  great  Majefty  that  gave  him  breath. 

And  heaps  tranfgreffion,  Lord,  upon  tranfgrefltcn. 

Jef  Mow  knovv’ft  thou  this  ? y#.Ev’nby  his  own  con  fef- 
His  fins  are  crying 3 and  they  cry’d  aloud  ! (fion  • 
They  cry’d  to  heav’n,  they  cry’d  to  heav’n  for  blood. 

7e/.What  fay’ft  thou  (inner  ? haft  thou  ought  to  pleads 
That  fentence  fhould  not  pafs  ? hold  up  thy  head. 

And  fhew  thy  brazen,  thy  rebellious  face. 

Sin.  Ah  me ! I dare  not : I’m  too  vile  and  bafc 
To  tread  upon  the  earth,  much  more,  to  life 
Mine  eyes  to  heav’n  3 I need  no  ether  fhife 
Than  mine  own  confcience  3 Lord,  I muft  confefs, 

I am  no  more  than  duft,  and  no  whit  Jefs 
Than  my  indi&ment  ftiles  me  3 Ah,  if  thou 
Search  too  fevere,  with  too  feverea  brow, 

What  ffefh can  (land?  I have  tranfgreft  thy  laws; 

My  merits  plead  thy  vengeance*,  not  my  caufe. 
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Juft.  Lord,  (hall  I ftrike  the  blow?  jeft  Hold,  Juftice,* 
Sinner,  fpeak  on  * what  haft  thou  more  to  fay  ? (ftay : 
Sin . Vile  as  I am,  and  of  my  felf  abhorr  d, 

I am  thy  handy-work,  thy  creature.  Lord,  , 

Stampt  with  thy  glorious  Mage,  and  at  firft 
Moft  like  to  thee,  though  now  a poor  accurft, 

Convifted  Caitiff,  and  degen’rous  creature, 

Here  trembling  at  thy  ban  Juft . Thy  fault’s  the  greater.  I 
Lord,fhall  I ftrike  the  blow  ? Jef\  Hold,  Juftice,  ftay : 
Speak  (inner  *,  haft  thou  nothing  more  tp  fay  ? 

Sin.  Nothing  but  Mercy , Mercy , Lord  * my  ftate 
Is  miferably  poor  and  delperate  * 

I quite  renounce  ihy  felf,  the  world,  and  flee 
From  Lord  to  Jefm ; from  thy  felf  to  thee. 

, Juft.  Ceafe  thy  vain  hopes  ^ my  angry  God  has  vow’d 
Abufed  mercy  mull  have  blood  for  blood  : 

Shall  I yet  ftrike  the  blow  ? Jef.  Stay,  juftiee,  hold , 

My  bowels  yearn,  my  fainting  blood  grows  cold , 

To  view  the  trembling  wretch  ?’Methinks,  I fpie 
My  father’s  Image  in  the  pris’ners  eye,  ^ 

Juft.  I cannot  hold.  Jef.  Then  turn  thy  thirfty  blade 
Into  my  (ides,  let  there  the  wound  be  made : 

(Jhear  up,  dear  foul  5 redeem  thy  life  with  mine : 

$[y  foul  (hall  Mart,  my  Mart  (hall  bleed  for  thine. 

Sin , O groundlefs  deeps  1 O love  beyond  degree ! 

Th’  offended  dies,  to  fee  th  offender  free. 


; t 

!j 


" 1 

S.  & U G‘| 


Book  g.  Emblemet . i6y 

S.  AUGUST. 

Lardy  If  I have  done  that , /or  which  thou  mayeft  damn  me ; 
j|  thou  haft  not  loft  that  whereby  thou  mayeft  fave  me : Remem- 
ber tioty  fweet  JefMy  thy  juft  ice  againft  the  [inner  , but  thy  be - 
nignity  towards  thy  Creature:  Remember  not  to  proceed  againft 
a guilty  fouly  but  remember  thy  mercy  towards  a mijerable 
wretch  : forget  the  infolence  of  the  provoker , and  behold  the 
mifery  of  the  invoker  -7  for  what  is  jefiss  but  a Saviour  f 

ANSELM. 

Have  refpetf  to  what  t by  son  hath  done  for  me,  and  for- 
get what  my  fins  have  done  againft  thee  : My  flejh  hath  pro- 
voked thee  to  vengeance ; let  the  flejh  of  Chrift  move  thee  to 
mercy:  It  it  much  that  my  rebellions  have  deferred  j but 
it  is  more  that  my  Redeemer  hath  merited . 


’ V 
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Mercy  of  mercies ! He  rhat  was  my  drudge 
ils  now  my  Advocate,  is  now  my  judge; 

He  fuffers,  pleads,  and  fentences  alone; 

Three  I adore,  and  yet  adore  but  One« 
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Let  not  the  water-floods  overflow  me , neither 

1 let  the  deeps  [wallow  me  up. 

# , 

THe  world’s  a Sea ; my  f!e(h  a Ship  chat’s  mann’d 
With  lab’ring  Thoughts, and  (leer’d  by  Rea  Pons  hand 
My  Heart’s  the  Sea-mans  Card,  whereby  (he  fails  ; 

My  loofe  Affedions  are  the  greater  Sails: 

| The  top  fail  is  my  Fancy,  and  the  Gads 
| That  fill  thefe  wanton  fheets,  are  worldly  Lulls* 

Pray’r  is  the  Cable,  at  whofe  end  appears 
The  Anchor  Hope,  ne’er  (lip’d  but  in  our  fears : 

My  will’s  th’  uncondant  Pilot,  that  commands 
;The  daggering  Keel ; my  Sins  are  like  the  Sands : 

! Repentance  is  the  Bucket,  and  mine  Eye 
The  Pump,  unus'd  (but  in  extreams)  and  dry  : 

My  confcience  is  the  Plummet  that  doth  prefs 
j The  deeps,  but  leldom  cries,  0 fathom  lefs  : 

Smooth  Calm's  fecurity  *,  the  Gulf,  defpair ; 

| My  Freights’s  Corruption,  and  this  Life’s  my  Fare: 
jMy  Soul’s  the  Paffenger,  confus’dly  driven 
’From  fear  to  fright;  her  landing  Port  is  Heaven. 

My  Seas  are  dor  my,  and  my  Ship  doth  leak  ; 
i My  Sailersrude;  my  Steers-man  faint  and  weak  3 
1 My  Canvafs  torn,  it  daps  from  tide  to  tide  ; 

My  Cable’s  crackt,  my  Anchor’s  (lightly  ty’d; 

| My  Pilot’s  craz’d;  my  (hip wrack- Sands  are  cloak’d  $ 

|My  Bucket’s  broken,  and  my  Pump  is  choak’d; 

1 My  Calm’s  deceitful ; and  my  Gulf  too  near  j 
My  Wares  are  Rubber’d,  and  my  Fare’s  too  dear; 

My  Plummet’s  light,  it  cannot  fink  nor  found ; 

!|0  (hall  my  Rock-bethreatned  Soul  be  drown’d  ? 
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Lord  ftill  the  Seas,  and  lhield  my  Ship  from  harm  •,  ! 
Inftruft  my  Sailours,  guide  my  Sceerftnansarm : 

Touch  thou  my  Compafs,  and  renew  my  Sails, 

Send  ftiffer  courage  or  lend  milder  gales ; 

Make  ftrong  my  Cable,  bind  my  Anchor  lalterj 
Direft  my  Pilot,  and  be  thou  his  Mailer  ; 

Obieft  the  Sands  to  my  more  ferious  vievv, 

Make  found  my  Bucket,  bore  my  Pump  anew  : 

New  call  my  plummet,  make  it  apt  to  try 
Where  the  Rocks  lurk,  and  where  the  Quick*  lands  lie 
Guard  thou  the  Gulf  with  love,  my  Calms  with  Care 
Cleanfe  thou  my  fraught  •,  accept  my  (lender  Fare  * 
Refrelh  the  Sea-fick  paflenger  5 cut  Ihort 
His  Voyage  ; land  him  in  his  wifhed  Port : 

Thou  Thou,  whom  winds  and  ftormy  feas  obey. 
That  through  the  deep  gav  ft  grumbling  Jfr  el  way,  j 
Say  to  my  loul  be  fafe,  and  then  mine  eye 
Shall  fcorn  grim  death,  although  grim  death  ftandl 
O thou  whofe  ftrength-reviving  Arm  did  chenfh 
Thy  finking  Peter , at  the  point  to  peril!), 

Reach  forth  thy  hand,  or  bid  me  tread  the  wave. 

I’ll  come,  I’ll  eome:  The  voice  that  calls  will  fave. 


$.  AMBRC 


Book  3.  Emblems* 

S.  AMBROS.  Apol.  port,  pro  David. Cap. 3. 

The  confluence  of  lull  makes  a great  tempefl , which  in  thk 
fea  difturbeth  the  fea  flaring  fouly  that  reafon  cannot  govern  it, 

S.  AUGUST.  Solifoqu*  caf>.  3$. 

We  labour  in  the  boyfterous  fea  : Thou  Jlandeft  upon  the 
fhore  and  feefl  our  dangers  : Give  us  grace  to  hold  a middle 
courfe  betwixt  Scylla  and  Charybdis , that  both  dangers  e- 
fcapedi  we  may  arrive  at  our  Port  fecure , 
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My  foul,  the  feas  are  rougji,  and  thou  a ftranger 
In  thefe  falfe  coafts  5 G keep  aloof  j there’s  danger  % 
Caft  forth  thy  plummet  •,  fee  a rock  appears ; 

Thy  (hip  wants  fea-room  •,  ifcake  it  with  thy  tears- 

M % 
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XII. 

J OB  14.  ig. 

1 0 that  thou  wouldjl  hide  me  in  the  grave,  that 
thm  wouldjl  keep  me  in  fecret  until  thy 
wrath  be  pajl ! 

O Whither  fhall  I flie ; what  path  untrod 
Shall  I feek  out  to  (cape  the  flaming  rod 
Of  my  offended,  of  my  angry  God  ? 

| Where  fhall  I lojourn  ? What  kind  fea  will  hide 
My  head  from  thunder  ? Where  fhall  I abide, 

I Until  his  flames  be  quench’d,  or  laid  afide  ? 

What,  if  my  feet  fhould  take  their  hafty  flight, 

And  feek  protection  in  the  fhades  of  night  ? 

Alas,  no  (hades  can  blind  the  God  of  Light. 

What,  if  my  foul  fhould  take  the  wings  of  day, 

And  find  fome  defart  ? 'If  (he  fprings  away, 

The  wings  of  vengeance  clip  as  faft  as  theya 

What  if  fopie  folid  rock  fhould  entertain 
My  frighted  foul  ? Can  folid  rocks  refirain 
The  firoke  of  Juflice  and  not  cleave  in  twain  ? 

|i 

Nor  Sea,  nor  Shade,  nor  Shield,  nor  Rock,  nor  Cave, 
Nor  (ilent  Defarts,  nor  the  fallen  Grave, 

What  flame-ey’d  fury  means  to  fmite,  can  fave, 

I ft  " 

The  Seas  will  part,  Graves  open,  Rocks  will  fplit  * 

The  Shield  will -cleave 5 the  frighted  Shadows  flitj 
Wherejuftice  aims,  her  fiery  darts  muff  hit. 
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No  no  if  ftern-brow’d  vengeance  means  to  thunder, 
There  isno  place  above,  beneath,  nor  under, 

So  dole,  but  will  unlock,  or  rive  in  funder. 

9Tis  vain  to  flee  * ’tis  neither  here  nor  there 
Can  feape  that  hand,  until  that  hand  forbear. 

Ah  me!  Where  is  he  not,  that’s  every  where . 

t 

’Tis  vanity  to  flee ; till  gentle  mercy  Ihew 
Her  better  eye,  the  farther  off  vve  go. 

The  fwing  of  Juftice  deals  the  mightier  blow. 

Th!  ingenuous  child,  corrected,  doth  not  flie 
His  angry  mother  s hand,  but  clings  more  nig  , 

And  quenches  with  his  tears  her  flaming  eje. 

Shadows  are  faithlefs,  and  the  rocks  are  falft  5 
No  cruft  in  brafs,  po  truft  m marble  walls ; 

Poor  cots  are*  even  as  fafe  as  Princes  halls. 

Great  Gcd,  there  is  no  fafetyhere  below; 

Thou  nt  my  Fortrefs  thou  that  feem  ft  my  foe, 
sTis  thou  that  ftrik’ft  the  flroke  muft  guard  the  blow. 

Thou  art  my  God  ; by  thee  I fall  or  ftand I ; 

Thy  grace  hath  givTi  me  courage  to  withftand 
All  tortures,  bur  my  conference  and  thy  hand. 

I know  thy  juftice  is  thy  feif;  I know, 
juft  God, 'thy  very  felfis  Mercy  too-. 

If  not  to  thee,  where?  Whither  jhould  I go? 

Then  work  thy  will  ? If  paflion  bid  me  flee, 

M v reafon  (hall  obey  ; my  wings  (hall  be 
gcretcht  out  no  further  than  from  thee  to  thee. 
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S.  AUGUST.  inPfal.  33. 

Whither  fl  e I ? To  what  place  can  I fafely  flic  ? To  what 
mountain ? To  what  den?  To  what  ft  rang  houfelWhat  Cajlle 
flail  I hold?  What  walls  flail  hold  me  ? Whitherfoever  I 
'g0,  my  [elf  followeth  me : Far  ubatfoever  thou  file  If  0 man , 
thou  maiftfiut  thy  own  confcience  : W her  ef never, 0 Lord,  l go, 
I find  thee ; if  angry,  a Revenger  if  appeafed,a  Redeemer ; 
What  way  have  I,  but  to  flte  from  thee  to  thee ; That  thou 
maift  avoid  thy  God , addrefs  to  thy  Lord. 
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Hath  vengeance  found  thee?  Can  thy  fears  command 
No  rocks  to  fhield  thee  from  her  thund’ring  hand  ? 
Know’ll  thou  not  where  to  fcape  ? I’ll  tell  thee  where 
My  foul  make  clean  thy  confcience ; hide  thee  there. 

i - ; a ' ' ' M 4 " * 
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•sire,  not  iny  dap  os  fewiCeafk  then.,  and  lot  tne 
alone,  that  I may  bewayle  me  a little,  I0b.i0.2fi 
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Are  not  my  days  few  ? Ceafe  then,  and  let 

me  alone , that  I may  bewail  my  felfa  little. 

^ ^ *>•-  Giafsis  half  unfpent  ; Forbear  t’arreft 
IS^Vj  My  thrifrlefs  day  too  foon  : my  poor  requefi 
Is  that  my  glafs  may  run  but  out  the  reft. 


My  time-devoured  minutes  will  be  done 
Without  thy  help ; fee,  fee  how  fwift  they  run  : 
Cut  not  my  thred  before  my  thred  be  fpun. 


The  gain’s  not  great  I purchafe  by  this  ftay  3 
What  lofs  fuftain’ft  thou  by  fo  fmail  delay, 
To  whom  ten  thou  land  years  are  but  a day  l 


My  following  eye  can  hardly  make  a ftiift 
To  count  my  winged  hours;  they  fly  fo  fwift, 

They  fcarce  deferve  the  bounteous  "name  of  gift* 

Thefecret  wheels  of  hurrying  Time  do  give 
So  fhort  a warning,  and  fo  faft  they  drive. 

That  I am  dead  before  I feem  to  live. 

: h-  , . - . , . . 

And  what’s  a Life  ? a weary  Pilgrimage, 

Whofe  glory  in  one  day  doth  fill  the  ftage 
With  Child-hood,  Man-hood,  and  decrepit  Age* 

' * ■;  i ' !■  .*  ' 

And  what’s  a Life  ? the  fburifhing  array 
Of  the  proud  Summer  meadow,  which  today 
Wears  her  green  plufh,  and  is  to  morrow  hay. 

And  what’s  a Life?  A blaft  fuftain’d  witfi  cloathing. 
Maintain'd  with  food,  retain’d  with  vile  felf-loathing. 
Then  weary  of  it  feif,  again  to  nothing. 

Head 
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Read  on  this  dial,  how  the  fhades  devour 
My  (hort-Kv’d  winters  day  * hour  eats  up  hour  3 
Alas,  the  total’s  but  from  eight  to  four. 

7 ~ , - ■ ' ' ; ' - - . " ■ . J 

Behold  thefe  Lilies  (which  thy  hands  have  made 

Fair  copies  of  my  life,  and  open  laid 

To  view)  how  foon  they  droop,  how  foon  they  fade  l 

Shade  not  that  dial,  night  will  blind  too  foon  j 
My  non-ag’d  day  already  points  to  noon  *, 

How  fimple  is  my  fuit ! how  fmall  my  boon  ! 

Nor  do  I beg  this  flender  inch,  to  while 

The  rime  away,  or  fafely  to  beguile  t , 

My  thoughts  with  joy  5 here’s  nothing  worth  a fmileo 


No,  no : kis  not  to  pleafe  my  wanton  ears 
With  frantick  mirth,  I beg  but  hours,  nor  years: 
And  what  thou  gw ’ll  me,  l will  give  to  tears. 

Draw  not  that  foul  which  would  be  rather  led ! 
That  Seed  has  yet  not  broke  my  ferpents  head  j 

0 fhall  \ die  before  my  fins  are  dead  ? 

Behold  thefe  raggs  3 am  I a fitting  gu eft 
To  talk  the  dainties  oi  thy  royal  feaft, 

With  hands  and  face  unwaftfd,  ungirt,  unblefi  ? 

Fir  ft,  let  the  Jordan  ftreams  (that  find  lupplies 
From  the  deep  fountain  of  my  heart)  arife, 

And  cleanfe  my  fpots,  and  clear  my  leprous  eyes. 

1 have  a world  of  fins  to  be  lamented  ; 

I have  a fez  of  tears  that  muff  be  vented  : 

0 fpare  till  then  $ and  then  I die  contented. 
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S.  AUGUST,  lib.  dc  Civic.  Dei,  Cap.  10. 


The  time  wherein  we  live , is  taken  from  the  ! pace  of  our 
life  - and  what  remaineth , daily  made  lefs  and  lefs , info * 

much  that  the  time  of  our  life  ts  nothing  but  a paffage  to 
death . ^ 


S.  GREG.  lib.  9.  cap.  440  in  Job, 


As  moderate  afflictions  bring  tears  fo  immoderate  take-away 
tears  , infomuch  that  forrow  becometh  no  forrow , which  [wal- 
lowing up  the  mind  of  the  afflitied 7 taketh  away  tkefenfe  of 
the  affliftm. 


EPIG.  13. 

Fear’fl  thou  ro  go,  when  fuch  an  Arm  invites  thee? 
Dread’fi  thou  thy  loads  of  fin  ? or  whac  affrights  thee 
if  thou  begin  to  fear,  thy  for  begins; 

Fool,  can  he  bear  thee  hence,  and  not  thy  fins? 
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Oh  that  their  were  wife,  then  they  would  under - 
-jland  this ; 'They  would  confider  their  latter  end 
Deuteron.jz  j8o 
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XIV. 

DEUT.  32.  29. 

0 awe  wife,  and  that  they  under- 

flood this , f they  would  conflder  their 
Utter  end . 

Flefb.  Spirit . 

F/,\  x 7Hat  means  my  fillers  eye  fo  ofr  to  pafs 

V V T hrough  the  long  entry  of  that  Optick  glafs  ? 
Tell  me ; what  lecret  virtue  doth  invite 
Thy  wrinkied  eye  to  fuch  unknown  delight? 

Sp,  It  helps  the  fight,  makes  things  remote  appear 
In  perfe£l  view ; It  draws  the  objects  near. 

FL  What  fenfe  delighting  obje£te  doll  thou  fpie  ? 

What  doth  that  glafs  prefent  before  thine  eye  ? 

Sp.  I fee  thy  foe,  my  reconciled  friend. 

Grim  Death,  even  Handing  at  the  Glaffes  end  : 

His  left  hand  holds  a branch  of  Palm  , his  right 
Holds  forth  a two-edg’d  fword.  FL  A proper  fight* 
And  is  this  all  ? Doth  thy  Profpe£Uve  pleafe 
Th’  abufed  fancie  with  no  fhapes  but  thefe  l 
Sp,  Yes,  I behold  the  darkened  Sun  bereav’n 
Of  all  his  light,  the  battlements  of  Heaven 
SweltYing  in  flames  ^ the  Angel-guarded  Son 
Of  glory  on  his  high  Tribunal-Throne*, 

I fee  a Brimflone  Sea  of  boyling  fire, 

And  Fiends,  with  knotted  whips  of  flaming  wire^ 
Torching  poor  fouls,  that  gnalh  their  teeth  in  vain3 
And  gnaw  their  flame- tormented  tongues  for  pain. 
Look,  lifter,  how  the  queazy-ftoniach’d  Graves 
Vomit  their deadj  and  how  the  purple  waves 


Scalfd 
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Scall’d  their  confumelefs  bodies,  ftrongly  curfing 
All  wombs  for  bearing,  and  all  paps  for  nurfing. 
g.  Can  thy  diftemper’d  fancy  take  delight 
In  view'of  tortures  ? thefe  are  fhows  t’affright : 

Look  in  this  glafs  triangular  look  here, 

Here's  that  will  ravilheyes.  Sp.  What  feeft  thou  there? 
FI,  The  world  in  colours;  colours  that  diftain 
The  cheeks  of  Protein,  or  the  filken  train 
Of  Floras  Nymphs;  fuch  various  forts  of  hew. 

As  Sun-confronting  Irk  never  knew : 

Here,  if  thou  pleale  to  beautifie  a town, 
thou  maift;  or  with  a hand,  turn’t  upfide  down ; 
Here  maift  thou  fcant  or  widen  by  the  meafure  , 
Ot  thine  own  will;  make  Ihorc  or  long  at  pleafure: 
Here  maift  thou  tire  thy  fancy,  and  advife 
With  fhows  more  apt  to  pleafe  more  curious  eyes. 
Sp.  Ah  fool ! that  dot’ft  on  vain,  on  prefenc  toys. 

And  difrefpefl’ft  thofe  true ; thofe  future  joys! 

How  ftrongly  are  thy  thoughts  befool’d,  alas. 

To  dote  on  goods  that  perifh  with  thy  glafs! 

Nay,  vanilh  with  the  turning  of  a hand  ’ 

Were  they  but  painted  colours  it  might  ftand 
With  painted  reafon  that  they  might  devote  thee; 
But  things  that  have  no  being  tobefot  thee? 
Forefight  of  future  torments  is  the  way 
To  baulk  thofe  ills  which  prefent  joys  bewray. 

As  thou  haft  fool’d  thy  felf,  fo  now  come  hither* 
Break  that  fond  glafs,  and  let’s  be  wife  together. 
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S.  BONAVENT.de  contemptu  feculi. 

0 that  men  would  be  wife  ,under /land, and  fore  fee.  Be  wife, 
to  know  three  things  : The  multitude  of  thofe  that  are  to  be 
damned : the  few  number  of  thofe  that  are  to  be  faved and 
the  vanity  of  tranfitory  things:  Vnderftand  three  things  ft  he 
multitude  of  fins , the  omiffion  of  good  things , and  the  lofs 
of  time : Forefee  three  things , the  danger  of  death , the  loft 
judgment,  and  eternal  putiiflment. 


i 
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What,  Soul,  no  further  yet  ? what  ne’er  commence 
Matter  in  Faith  ? Still  batchelour  of  Senfe? 

Is’c  insufficiency  ? Or  what  has  made  thee 
O’erflip  thy  lott  degree?  shy  luffe  have  ftaid  thee. 
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I XV. 

PSALM  30. 10. 

■ ' , , , 

1 1 ' ‘ '■  ■ ' , % ; 

My  life  is  [pent  with  grief  and  nip  years 
with  fighing» 

\\7 Hat fullen Scar  rul’d  my  untimely  birth, 

V V That  would  not  lend  my  days  one  hour  of  Mirth? 
How  oit  have  thefe  bare  knees  been  bent  to  gain 
The  {lender  alms  of  one  poor  fmile  in  vain  ? 

Hqw  often,  tir’d  with  the  faftidious  light. 

Have  my  faint  lips  implor’d  the  fhades  of  night  ? 

How  often  have  my  nightly  torments  pray’d 
For  lingring  twilight,  glutted  with  the  (hade? 

Day  worfe  than  night,  night  worfe  than  day  appear^ 
i In  fears  I fpend  my  nights,  my  days  in  tears- 
I moan  unpicy’d,  groan  without  relief,  « 

There  is  no  end  nor  meafure  of  my  grief. 

The  fmiling  flow’r  falutes  the  day ; it  grows 
Untouch’d  with  care ^ it  neither  fpins  nor  lows  s 

0 that  my  tedious  life  were  like,  this  flow’r. 

Or  freed  from  grief,  orfinifh’d  with  an  hours 
Why  was  I born  ? Why  was  I born  a man  ? 

And  why  proportion’d  by  fo  large  a fpan  ^ 

Or  why  fufpended  by  the  common  lot. 

And  being  born  to  die  why  die  I not  ? 

Ah  me : Why  is  my  forrow- wafted  breath 
Deny’d  the  eafie  privilege  of  death  ? 

1 The  branded  Have  that  tugs  the  weary  oar, 

Obtains  the  Sabbath  of  a welcome  fhore? 

His  ranfom’d  ftripes  are  heal’d,  his  native  foil 
1 Sweetens  the  mem’ry  of  his  foreign  toil ; 

I N 
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But  ah  I my  forrows  are  not  half  fo  bleft ; 

My  labour  finds  no  point,  my  pains  no  reft  ; 

I barter  fighs  for  tears,  and  tears  for  groans* 

Still  vainly  rolling  Sifyphean  ftones. 

Thou  juft  obferver  of  our  flying  hours, 

That  with  thy  Adamantine  fangs,  devours 
The  brazen  monuments  of  renowned  Kings, 

Doth  thy  glafs  Hand  ? Or  be  thy  moulting  wings 
U napt  to  flie  ? If  not,  why  doft  thou  fpare 
A willing  breaft*  a breafl  chat  ftands  fo  fair  ? 

A dying  breaft,  that  hath  but  only  breath 
To  beg  a wound,  and  ftrengch  to  crave  a death  ? 

O that  the  pleafed  Heavens  would  once  diffolve 
Thefe  fleftily  fetters,  that  fo  faft  involve 
My  hamper’d  foul  *,  then  would  my  foul  be  bleft 
From  all  thofe  ills,  and  wrap  her  thoughts  in  reft  : 

"fill  then,  my  days  are  months,  my  months  are  year5* 
My  years  are  ages  to  be  fpent  in  tears : 

My  grief’s  entailed  upon  my  waftful  breath, 

Which  no  recov’ry  can  cut  off  but  death,  . 
fereath  drawn  in  cottages,  piaft  out  in  thorns,, 

Begins,  continues,  and  concludes  in  groans. 


INNOCENT. 
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INNOCENT,  de  vilicace  condit.  humana?, 

0 who  will  give  mine  eyes  a fountain  of  tears , that  Imay 
bewail  my  mi  for  able  ingrefs  of  mans  condition  •,  the  firiful 
progrefs  of  mans  conversation,  the  damnable  egrefs  in  mans 
dijfolution  ? I will  confider  with  tears , whereof  man  was 
made , what  man  doth,  and  what  man  is  to  do : Alas 9 he 
| ^ formed  of  earth,  conceived  in  fin,  born  to  punifhment : He 
; doth  evil  things  which  are  not  lawful  •,  he  doth  filthy  things , 

! which  are  not  decent  *,  He  doth  vain  things , which  are  not 
expedient . , 


■ r. 


•i 


/ 
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EPIG.  ij. 

I My  heart.  Thy  life's  a debt  by  Bond,  which  bears 
A fecret  date ; the  ufe  is  groans  and  Tears : 

Plead  not  5 ufurious  Nature  will  Aave  ail. 

As  well  the  Int’reft  as  the  Principal* 

N 2 


>i  8B' 


Emblems. 


Book 


t 


THE 

FOURTH  BOOK 

L 

ROM.  7.  23, 

I fee  another  Law  in  my  members  warring  a? 
gain/l  the  Law  of  my  mind , and  bringing 
me  into  captivity  to  the  Law  of  Jin. 

I V;'^-.vi 

\ 

DHow  my  will  is  hurried  to  and  fro, 

And  how  my  unrefolv’d  refolres  do  vary  ! 
know  not  where  to  fix,  fometimes  I go 
This  way,  then  that,  and  then  the  quite  contrary: 

I like,  diflike^  lament  for  what  I could  not 5 
I do,  undo ; yet  ftill  do  what  l would  not. 

^nd  at  the  lelf  fame  inftant  will  the  thing  I would  not. 

L 2' 

jhus  are  my  weatherbeaten  thoughts  oppreft 
With  th’  earth-bred  winds  of  my  prodigious  will ; 
hus  am  I hourly  toft  from  Eaft  to  Weft  1 
Upon  therowling  ftreams  of  good  and  ill : 

Thus  am  I driven  upon  thefe  flipp’ry  fuds 
From  real  ill  to  falfe  apparent  goods : 
fly  life’s  a troubled  fea,  compos’d  of  ebbs  and  floods^ 


‘he  curious  Penman,  having  trimm’d  his  page 
With  the  dead  language  of  his  dabled  quill3 
,ets  fall  a heedlefs  drop,  then  in  a rage 
Cafhiers  the  fruits  of  his  unlucky  skill  j 
Ey’n  fo  my  pregnant  foul  in  th’  Infant  bud 
Of  her  beft  thoughts  (howrs  down  a cole  black  flood 
>f  unadvifed  ills,  and  cancels  all  her  good. 

" • '■  N 3 ■ ' So  me- 
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Sometimes  a fudden  fiafh  of  facred  heat 

Warms  my  chill  foul, and  fets  my  thoughts  in  frame-,  1 
But  foon  that  fire  is  fhouldred  from  her  feat 
By  lufiful  Cupid's  much  inferiour  flame. 

I fee!  two*  flames,  and  yet  no  flame  entire; 

Thus  are  the  mungrel  thoughts  of  mixt  defire, 
Confum’d  between  that  heav’nly  and  this  earthly  fire. 

$ . > 

Sometimes  my  trafh  difdaining  thoughts  out-pafs 
The  common  period  of  terrene  conceit ; 

O then  mechinks  I fcorn  the  thing  I was, 

Whilft  I ftand  raviih’d  at  my  new  eftate  : 

But  when  th’  Icarian  wings  of  my  defire 
' Fee!  but  the  warmth  of  their  own  native  fire, 

O then  they  melt  and  plunge  within  their  wonted  mire 


I know  the  nature  of  my  wav’ring  mind; 

I know  the  frailty  of  my  flefhly  will : 

My  Paffion’s  Eagle-ey’d ; my  judgment  blind ; 

I know  what’s  good,  but  yet  make  choice  of  ill. 
When  th’  Oflrich  wings  of  my  defires  fhall  be 
So  dull,  they  cannot  mount  the  leaft  degree. 

Yet  grant  my  foul  defire,  but  of  defiring  thee. 

>■ ' | 
' ■ ... : in|  I 
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S.  EER N.  Med.  9, 


Ml 


My  treat  is  a vain  heart,  a vagabond  andinftable  hearty 

JH  ,,tZ  f »,  -SSSSi 

id  cannot  fubfili  in  it  felf-,  andwhilftit  divers  ways ■ \eene  n 
reft , findeth  none, but  remainethmiferable 

void  of  peace : itagreeth  not  with  itfeif' ttdiff  J h 
it  felf  ft  altereth  refolutms,changeth  thelud^AyJ mu!)  a. 
new  thoughts,  pulleth  down  the  old,and  bu.ldetk  the  n up  a 
gain : It  \ willeth  and  willeth  not and  never  remark  in 
the  fame  ftate, 

S.  Al3GUST.de  verb.  Apoft. 

I * 

When  it  would,  it  cannot  -,  becaufe  when  it  might, it  would 
not;  Therefore  by  an  evil  will  man  loft  his  good  power. 


EPIC.  1. 

My  foul,  how  are  thy  thoughts  difturb’d,  confiai, 
Enlarg’d  betwixt  thy  members  and  thy  mmd L 
Fix  here  or  there  ^ thv  doubt-depending  caufe 
Can  ne’er  expert  one  yerdift’cwixt  two  Laws. 

■-*<»'  s’-  1 N 4 
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Ohthatuty  wayes  were  directed  la  ’ 
%/"  thy Jlatutes.  pfd  u, 
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H. 

PSALM  ii 9. 5. 


0 that  my  ways  were  dire&ed  to  keep  thy 
Statutes  ! 


THus  I,  the  objett  of  the  worlds  difdain. 

With  Pilgrim  pace  furround  the  weary  earth  : 

I only  relifh  what  the  world  counts  vain* 

Her  mirth’s  my  grief,  her  fullen  grief  my  mirth; 
Her  light  mydarknefs;  and  her  truth  my  errour. 
Her  freedom  is  my  Gaol;  and  her  delight  my  terrour. 


Fond  earth!  proportion  not  my  feeming  love 
• 1 To  my  long  ftay ; let  not  my  thoughts  deceive  thee ; 
Thou  art  my  prifon,  and  my  home’s  above ; 

My  life’s  a preparation  but  to  leave  thee: 

Like  one  that  feeksa  door,  I walk  about  thee: 
With  thee  I cannot  live ; I cannot  live  without  thee, 

■ ' 3 

The  world’s  a lab’rinth,  whofe  anfraftuous  ways 
. Are  all  compos’d  of  rubs  and  crook’d  Meanders  s 
No  refting  here  , He’s  hurried  back  that  flays 
A thought-,  and  he  that  goes  unguided  wanders: 

Her  way  is  dark,  her  path  untrod,  unev’n^ 

$ 0 hard’s  the  way  from  earth ; fo  hard’s  the  way  to  Heaven*, 

) A i 

’ 4 ■ ’ 

This  gyring  lab’rinth  is  betrench’d  about 
On  eithef  hand  with  flteams  of  fulph’rous  fire. 
Streams  clofely  Aiding,  erring  in  and  out. 

But  feeming  plcafant  to  the  fond  deferier  ^ 

Where  if  hisfootfteps  truft  theft  own  invention, 
pe  falls  without  redrefs,  and  finks  without  dimenfion. 
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Where  (hall  I feek  a Guide  ? where  fiiall  I meec 
Some  lucky  hand  to  lead  my  trembling  paces  ? 

What  trufty  Lanthorn  will  direct  my  feet 

To  fcape  the  danger  ot  thefe  dang’rous  places? 

What  hopes  have  I topafs  without  a Guide; 

Where  one  gets  fafely  through,  a thoufand  fall  befide, 

6 

An  unrequefied  Star  did  gently  Aide 
Before  the  Wife-men  to  a greater  Light; 

Back-Aiding  Ifr’el  found  a double  Guide ; 

A Pillar  and  a Cloud;  by  Day,  by  Night : 

Yet  in  my  defpYace  dangers  which  be  far 
More  great  than  theirs,  I have  no  Pillar,  Cloud,  nor  Star,  i 

, fl 

n 


/ 


O that  the  pinions  of  a clipping  Dove 
Would  cut  my  paffage  through  the  empty  Air; 

Mine  eyes  being  feal’d,  how  would  I mount  above 
' The  reach  of  danger  and  forgotten  care  1 

My  backward  eyes  fhould  ne’er  commit  that  fault, 
Whofe  lading  guilt  fhould  build  a monument  of  Salt* 

8 

Great  God  that  art  the  flowing  Spripg  of  Light, 

Enrich  mine  eyes  with  thy  refulgent  Ray  : 

Thou  arc  my  Path;  diced  my  deps  aright; 

I have  no  other  Light  no  other  Way,  : 

HI  truflmy  God,  and  him  alone  pupfue; 

Mis  Law  fhall  be  my  Path ; his  Heavenly  Light  my  Clue. 

S.  AUGUST, 
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S.  AUGUST.  Soliloq*  cap.  4. 

0 Lord\  who  art  the  Light , the  Way , the  Truth , the  Life ; 
in  whom  there  is  no  darknefs , frwr,  iwnity  nor  death  : the 
Light,  without  which  there  is  darknefs-,  the  Way,  without 
Which  there  is  wandring-,  the  truth,  without  which  there  it 
errour  ■ the  life,  without  which  there  it  death : Say,  Lord, 
let  there  be  light, and  I fhall  fee  Light,  and  efchew  darknefs 
I (hall  fee  the  way,  and  avoidwandring  y I fhall  fee  the  truth, 
and  (bun  error  -,  1 fhall  fee  Life,  and  efcape  Death : Illumi- 
nate 0 illuminate  my  blind  Soul,  which  fitteth  indarknejs , 
and  the  fbadaw  of  death  -,  and  dirett  my  feet  in  the  way  of 
peace* 


EPI  G.  2. 

Pilgrim  trudge  on  : what  makes  thy  foul  complain 
Crowns  thy  complaint,  The  way  to  reft  is  pain ; 
The  road  to  refolution  lies  by  doubt: 

The  next  way  home’s  the  fartheft  way  about. 
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III. 

PSALM  17.  5. 

Stay  my  Jteps  In  thy  paths , that  my  feet  do 
not  fltde » 

! ^ 1 

WHcn  e’re  the  old  Enchange  of  profit  rings 
Her  filver  Saints-bell  of  uncertain  gains. 

My  Merchant.foul  can  ftretch  both  legs  and  wings, 

How  I can  run,  and  take  unwearied  pains ! 

The  charms  of  profit  are  fo  ftrong,  that  I 
Who  wanted  legs  to  go  find  wings  to  flie. 

If  time-beguiling  pleafure  but  advance 

Her  luftful  trump,  and  blow  her  bold  alarms 
O How  my  fportful  foul  can  frisk  and  dance. 

And  hug  that  Syren  in  her  twined  arms! 

The  Fprightly  voice  of  finew-ftrengthning  pleafure 
Can  lend  my  bed-rid  Soul  both  legs  and  leifurc. 

3 

If  blazing  honour  chance  to  fill  my  veins 
With  flatting  warmth,  and  flafh  of  Courtly  fire. 

My  foul  can  take  a pleafure  in  her  pains : 

My  lofty  ftrutting  fteps  difdain  to  tire ; 

My  antick  knees  can  turn  upon  the  hinges 
Of  Complement,  and  fcrue  a thoufand  cringes* 

4 

But  when  l come  to  Thee,  my  God,  that  arc 
The  royal  Mine  of  everlafting  treafure. 

The  real  honour  of  my  better  part, 

And  living  fountain  of  eternal  pleafure. 

How  nervelefs  are  my  limbs  1 how  faint  and  flow  l 
I have  no  wings  to  flie  nor  legs  to  go. 

S& 


i 


So  when  the  dreams  of  fwifc-fooe  Rhene  convey 
Her  upland  riches  to  the  Belgick  fhore, 
the  idle  veflel  Aides  the  wat’ry  lay. 

Without  the  blaft  or  tug,  of  wind,  or  oar : 
Her  flipp’ry  keel  divides  the  filver  foam 


But  when  the  home-bsund  veffel  turns  her  fails 
Againfl  the  bread  of  the  refilling  ftream, 

O then  (lie  flugs;  nor  fail,  nor  oar  prevails; 

• The  dream  is  iturdy,  and  her  Tide’s  extream ; 

Each  ftroke  is  lofs,  and  every  tug  is  vain: 

A Boat-lengths  purchale  is  a league  of  pain. 

>■'  I 

7 

Great  all  in  all  that  art  my  reft,  my  home;  | 

My  way  is  tedious  and  my  fteps  are  flow: 

Reach  forth  thy  helpful  hand,  or  bid  me  come  j | 
I am  thy  child,  O teach  thy  child  to  go: 

Conj'oyn  thy  fweet  commands  to  my  defire. 

And  I will  venture,  though  I fall  or  tire. 


With  eafe  ; So  facile  is  the  way  from  home. 


i 
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S.  AUGUST.  Ser.  1 5.  de  Verb.  Apofl. 

Be  always  difp  leafed  at  what  thou  art , if  thou  dcfireft  to 
attain  to  what  thou  art  not : for  where  thou  haft  pleafedthy 
felfy  there  thou  abide  ft.  But  if  thou  fay  eft,  I have  enough,  thou 
per  if})?  ft ; Always  add,  always  walk,  always  proceed  ^neither 
Hand  ftill , nor  go  back , nor  deviate  <?  He  that  ftandeth  ftill 
proceedeth  not  •,  He  goeth  back  that  continueth  not  He  de- 
viateth,  that  revolteth : \He  goeth  better  that  creepeth  in  hi4 
way,  than  he  that  runneth  out  of  bis  way . 


s 


M x 

EPIG,  g, 

Fear  not,  my  Soul,  to  lofe  for  want  of  cunning ; 

I !^eeP  noc’  Heav’n  is  not  always  got  by  running: 
Thy  thoughts  are  fwift,  although  thy  legs  be  flow  ^ 
frue  lov'e  will  creep  not  having  flrengch  to  go. 
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IV. 

PSAL.  1 19.  120. 

| My  flejh  trembleth  for  fear  ofthee.andlam 
! afraid  of  thy  judgments. 

T Et  others  boaft  of  luck,  and  go  their  ways 
;!  JL  With  their  fair  game;  know  vengeance  feldom  plays 
! To  be  coo  forward,  but  doth  wifely  frame 
jj  Her  backward  Tables  for  an  after-game : 
i!  She  gives  thee  leave  to  venture  many  a blot  ; 
j And,  for  her  own  advantage,  hits  thee  not ; * 

;i  But  when  her  pointed  Tables  are  made  fair. 

That  fhe  be  ready  for  thee,  then  beware  j * 

Then,  if  a neceffary  blot  be  fet. 

She  hits  thee;  wins  the  Game;  perchance  the  fet  „ 

If  profp’rous  chance  make  thy  calling  high. 

Be  wifely  template;  call  a ferious  eye  ° 3 
On  after-dangers,  and  keep  back  thy  game ; 

Top  forward  feed-times  make  thy  harvefl  lame. 

If  left-hand  Fortune  give  thee  left-hand  chances 
Be  wifely  patient;  let  not  envious  glances 
Repine  to  view  tKy  gamefiers  heap  fo  fair; 

The  hindmofl  hound  takes  oft  the  doubling  Hare. 

The  Worlds  great  Dice  are  falfe  ; fometimes  they  go 
Extreamly  high,  fometimes  extreamiy  low : 

Of  all  her  gamefiers  he  that  plays  the  leaf!. 

Lives  mod  at  eafe,  plays  mod  fecure  and  beflh 

The  way  to  win,  is  ro  play  fair,  and  fwear 

Thy  felf  fer  vain  to  the  Crown  of  fear : % 

Q Fear 
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Feat  is  the  primer  of  a Gameders  skill : 

Who  fears  not  Bad  (lands  mod  unarm’d  to  III. 

The  111  that’s  wifely  fear’d,  is  half  withdood  * 

And  fear  of  Bad  is  the  bed  foyl  to  Good. 

True  Fear’s  th*  Elixir , which  in  days  of  old 
Turn’d  Leaden  Qrofiesinto  Crowns  of  Gold  : 

The  Worlds  the  Tables*,  Stakes,  Eternal  life; 

The  Gameders,  Heav’n  and  I;  Unequal  ftrifei 
My  Fortunes  are  my  Dice,  whereby  I frame 
My  indilpofed  Life  : This  Life’s  the  Game ; 

My  fins  are  fev’ral  Blots ; the  Lookers  on 
Are  Angels ; and  in  death  the  Game  is  done. 

Lord , I’m  a Bungler,  and  my  Game  doth  grow 
Still  more  and  more  undiap’d ; my  Dice  run  low  : , 
The  Stakes  are  great;  my  carelefs Blots  are  many : 

And  yet  thou  paffeft  by  and  hit’ft  not  any : 

Thou  art  too  ftrong ; and  I have  none  to  guide  me 
With  the  lead  jog ; the  lookers  on  deride  me  : 

It  is  a Conqued  undeferving  Thee, 

To  win  a dake  from  fuch  a Worm  as  me : 

I have  no  more  to  lofe;  It  we  perfever, 

* Tis  lod : and  that  once  lod  I’m  lod  for  ever. 

Lord,  wink  at  faults,  and  be  not  too  fevere, 

And  I will  ply  my  Game  with  greater  fear ; 

O give  me  Fear,  ere  Fear  has  pad  her  date : 

Whofe  blot  being  hit,  then  fears,  fears  then  too  late* 
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S,  ,B  ERN.  Scr.  54,  in  Cant, 

There  k nothing  fo  effectual  to  obtain  Grace , to  retain 
Gr  ace , and  to  regain  Grace , as  always  to  be  found  before  God 
not  overwife , to  to  fear : Happy  art  thou  if  thy  heart  be  re- 
plewfhei  with  three  fear  si,  a fear  for  received  Grace , a grea- 
ter fear  for  loft  Gracef  a greateft  fear  to  recover  Grace « 

sS.  AUGUST,  fuper  Pfah 


Prefent  fear  begetteth  Eternal  fecurity : Pear  God \ which 
u above  all9  and  no  need  to  fear  man  at  aft* 


£ P I G,  4, 

Lord,  fliall  we  grumble,  when  thy  flames  do  fcoufge 
Our  fins  breath  fire;  that  fire  returns  to  purge  us. 
Lord,  what  an  Alcymift  art  thou,  whofe  skill 
Tranfmutes  to  perfefr  Good  from  perfeft  ill t 

O 2 ' 
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V, 


Turne  amav  myne  eves  lenst  they  t’ihi'Ll 
vanity,  ffol : . ~ 2 04-  1 


L 
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PSA  L.  119.  37. 

Turn  away  mine  eyes  from  regarding  vanity. 

I 

HOw  like  the  thredsof  flax 

That  touch  the  flame,  are  my  inflam’d  defires ! 
How  like  to  yielding  wax 
My  foul  diffojves  before  thefe  wanton  fires! 

The  fird  but  touch’d,  the  flame  but  felt? 

Like  flax,  I burn  3 like  wax,  I melt. 

2 

O how  this  flefh  doth  draw 
My  fetter’d  foul  to  that  deceitful  fire ! 

And  how  the  eternal  Law 
Is  baffled  by  the  law  of  my  defire ! 

How  truly  bad,  how  feeming  good 
Are  all  the  laws  of  flefh  and  blood  I 

3 

O wretched  ftate  of  men, 

The  hight  of  whofe  ambition  is  to  borrow 
What  muff  be  paid  again 
With  griping  int’reft  of  the  next  days  forrowi 
How  wild  his  thoughts ! How  apt  to  range ! 

How  apt  to  vary ! Apt  to  change ! 


How  intricate  and  nice 
Is  mans  perplexed  way  to  mans  defire  ! 

Sometimes  upon  the  ice 
He  flips,  and  fometimes  falls  into  the  fire  5 
His  progrefs  is  extreame  and  bold, 

Or  very  hot,  or  very  cold. 

O ? 
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The  common  food  he  doth 
Suftain  his  foul  tormenting  thoughts  withal, 
Is  honey  in  his  mouth 
To  night,  and  in  his  heart  to  morrow  gaily 
Tis  oftentimes,  within  an  hour, 

Both  very  fweet  and  very  lowre. 


X1 


If  fweet  Corltwa  fmile,  e 
A Heav’n  of  joy  breaks  down  into  his  heart  J 

L Corinm  frown  a while,  ^ 

Hells  torments  are  but  copies  of  his  lmart* 
Within  a luftful  heart  doth  dwell 
A feeming  Heav’n,  a very  Hell. 


Thus  worthlefs,  vain,  and  void 
Of  comfort,  are  the  fruits  of  earths  employment. 

Which  ’ere  they  be  enjoy  d > 

©tftraft  us,  and  deflroy  us  mth  enjoyment, 

Thefe  be  the  pleafures  that  are  privd, 

When  Heav’ns  cheap  pen’worth  (lands  defpis  d. 

s 

ford  quench  these  bail)  flafhes. 

Which  dart  as  lightning  from  the  thund  ring  skies. 

And  ev’ry  minute  dallies 
Againlt  the  wanton  windows  of  mine  eyes; 

* ‘Lord,  clofe  the  ealement,  whilft  l Hand 
Behind  the  curtain  of  thy  hand. 

S.  AUGUST. 
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S.  AUGUST*  Soliloq.  cap.  4. 

0 thou  Sun  that  illuminateth  both  Heaven  and  Earth  f Wo 
be  unto  thofe  eyes  which  do  not  behold  thee  : Wo  be  unto  thofe 
blind  eyes  which  cannot  behold  thee : Wo  be  unto  thofe  which 
turn  away  their  eyes  that  they  will  not  behold  thee : Wo  be  unto 
thofe  that  turn  away  their  eyes  that  they  way  behold  vanity . 

S.  CHRYS.  fup.  Mat.  19, 

What  is  the  evil  woman  but  the  enemy  of  friendflnp 5 an  un- 
avoidable pain^a  neceffary  mif chiefs  natural  tent  at  ion , a de- 
finable calamity , a domeftick  danger , a delettable  inconve- 
nience, and  the  nature  of  evil>  painted  over  with  the  colour  of 
good . 


EPIG*  J. 

* Tis  vain,  great  God,  to  clofe  mine  eyes  from  il?$ 
When  I refolve  to  keep  the  old  man  ftilly 
My  rambling  heart  muft  covenant  firft  with  thee, 
Of  none  can  pafs  betwixt  mine  eye  and  me. 

O 4 
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If  1 have  found-  favour  ttt  thv  sight  let,  mu 
Itje  be  given  me  at  tm;  petition.  £fter.y,j 

20# 


I 
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ESTHER  7.3. 

If  I have  found  favour  in  thy  fight,  and  if 
it  pleafe  the  King,  let  my  life  be  given 
me  at  my  petition. 

THou  art  the  Great  Affuerns,  vvhofe  command 

Doth  ftretch  from  Pole  to  Pole  •,  the  world’s  thy 
Rebellious  V afliti's  the  corrupted  will,  (Land- 

Which  being  call’d,  refufes  to  fulfil 
thy  juft  command  ; Eft  her,  whole  tears  condole 
The  raz’d  City’s,  the  regen’rate  Soul; 

A captive  maid,  whom  thou  wilt  pleafe  to  grace 
With  nuptial  Honours  in  ftout  Vajhti’s  place: 

Her  kinfman,  whofe  unbended  knee  did  thwart 
Proud  Human's  glory,  is  the  flelhly  part : 

The  fober  Eunuch,  that  recall’d  to  mind 
The  new-built  gibbet  ( Hainan  had  divin’d 
For  his  own  ruin)  fifty  cubits  high, 

His  luftful-thought-controlling  chaftity; 

Infulting  Haman  is  that  flelhly  luft 
Whofe  red-hot  fury,  for  a feafon,  muft 
Triumph  in  pride,  and  ftudy  how  to  tread 
pn  Mordecai,  till  royal  Eft  her  plead. 

Great  King,  thy  lent  for  Vaflrti  will  not  come ; 

Q let  the  oyl  o’th’  bleffed  Virgins  womb 
Cleanfe  my  poor  Efther ; look,  O look  upon  her 
With  gracious  eyes ; and  let  thy  Beam  of  honour 
So  fcour  her  captive  ftains,  that  fhe  may  prove 
An  holy  Objeft  of  thy  Heavenly  love  : 

. r.::f 


Anoinc 
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Anoint  her  with  theSpiknard  of  thy  graces. 

Then  try  the  fweetnefs  of  her  chart  embraces  : 
Make  her  the  partner  of  thy  nuptial  bed. 

And  fet  thy  Royal  crown  upon  her  head ; 

If  then  ambitious  Haman  chance  to  fpend 
His  fpleen  on  Mordeca that  fcorns  to  bend 
The  wilful  ftifnefs  of  his  ftubborn  knee. 

Or  bafely  crouch  to  any  Lord  but  thee  j 
If  weeping  Efther  fhould  prefer  a groan 
Before  the  high  tribunal  Throne, 

Hold  forth  thy  Golden  fcepter,  and  afford 
The  gentle  audience  of  a gracious  Lord : 

And  let  thy  Royal  Efther  be  poffeft 
Of  half  thy  Kingdom,  at  her  dear  requeft  : 

Curb  luftful  Haman  \ him  that  would  difgrace. 
Nay,  ravifh  thy  fair  Queen  before  thy  face : 

And  as  proud  Haman  was  himfelf  enfnafd 
On  that  felfgibbet  that  himfelf  prepar'd ; 

So  nail  my  Jurt,  both  punifhment  and  guilt. 

On  chat  dear  CTofs  that  mine  own  lufts  have  built. 
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S.  A U G U S T.  in  Ep, 

0 holy  fpirit , always  inf pire  me  with  holy  works . Conftrain 
mey  that  1 may  do  : Counfel  me , / may  love  thee ; Can- 

firm  me , flEwf  / hold  thee  ; Conferve  me , 

not  lofe  thee* 

S.  AUGUST,  fup.  Joan. 

Tie  (pint  lufls  where  the  flejh  rejleth  : For  as  the  flefh  is 
nourifheiwith  fweet  things, the  Spirit  k refrefbed  with  fowre . 

Ibidem, 

Wouldfl  thou  that  thy  flefh  obey  thy  fpirit  ? Then  let  thy 
fpirit  obej  thy  God*  Thou  muft  be  governed,  that  thoa  mayjl 
govern . 


\ 

\ 


■ . I ■ ■ 

E PI G.  7. 

Of  Mercy  and  Juftice  is  tiy  Kingdom  built  ; 

This  plagues  my  fin;  and  that  removes  my  guile ; 

When  e’re  I file,  Affluent  like  decline 

Thy  Scepter;  Lord3  fay.  Half  my  Kingdom's  thine* 
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Came  nty  heloveA^Ut  us  cjce Jo rth  into 

thejulds^  Ictus  remaine  in  the 

Villages . Cant  ; 7.  it-  z11 


\ 
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..  CANTICLES  7.  11. 

j.  V 

beloved , let  us  go  forth  into  the 
I field,  and  let  us  remain  in  the  villages* 

1 

Chr] ft.  soul. 

Chr./ ^ Ome,  Come,  my  dear,  and  let  us  both  retire 
And  whiff  the  dainties  of  the  fragrant  field : 
Where  warbling  Philomel , and  the  fhrill  mouth’d  quire 
Chaunt  forth  their  raptures;  where  the  Turtle  builds 
Her  lovely  neft;  and  where  the  new  born  brier 
Breathes,  forth  the  Sweetnefs  that  her  Afril  yields : 
Come,  come,  my  lovely  fair,  and  let  us, try 
Thefe  rural  delicates ; where  thou  and  I 
May  melt  in  private  flames,  and  fear  no  Aander  by. 

z 

Soul.  My  hearts  eternal  joy,  in  lieu  of  whom 

The  earth’s  a blaft,  and  all  the  world’s  a bubble  ; 
Our  City-manfion  is  the  fairelT  home, 

But  Country  fweets  are  ting’d  with  leffer  trouble : 
Let’s  try  them  both,  and  chufe  the  better come; 
A change  in  pleafure,  makes  the  pleafure  double ; 
On  thy  commands  depends  my  go  or  tarry, 

|i  Til  Air  with  Martha,  or  I’ll  flay  with  Mary  : 

Our  hearts  are  firmly  fir,  although  her  pleafures  vary. 


Chr . 
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Chr*  Out  Country-rnanfion  (fituate  on  high) 

With  various  Ob je&s,  flill  renews  delight  ; 

Her  arched  roof’s  of  unftain’d  Ivory : 

Her  walls  of  fiery-fparkling  Chryfolyte  ; 

Her  pavement  is  of  hardeft  Porphyry  5 

Her  fpacious  windows  are  all  glaz’d  with  bright 
And  flaming  Carbuncles ; no  need  require 
T/Ws  faint  rays,  or  Vulcan's  feeble  fire; 

And  ev’ry  Gate's  a Pearl;  and  every  Pearl  entire,  j 


Soul  Fool  that  I was ! how  were  my  thoughts  deceiv’d  j 
How  falfly  was  my  fond  conceit  poflefl ! 

I took  it  for  an  Hermitage  but  pav’d 

And  daub’d  with  neighboring  dirt,  and  thacht  a! 
Alas,  I ne’er  expetted  more  nor  crav’d ; (beft  i 
A Turtle  hop’d  but  for  a Turtles  neft : 

Come,  come,  my  dear,  and  let  no  idle  flay 
Negleft  th’  advantage  of  the  head-flrong  day  s 
How  pleafuregrateSjthat  feels  the  curb  of  dulldelay ; i 


Chr.  Come  then,  my  Joy ; let  our  divided  paces 
Conduft  us  to' our  faired  territory  ; 

O there  we’ll  twine  our  fouls  in  fweet  embraces; 
Soul.  And  in  thine  arms  I’ll  tell  my  paflion  dory: 

Chr.  O there  I’ll  crown  thy  head  with  ad  my  graces; 
Soul.  And  all  thefe  graces  fhall  refleft  thy  glory : 

Chr.  O there  I’ll  feed  thee  with  celedial  Manna ; 

I’ll  be  thy  Elkanah.  Soul.  And  I,  thy  Hamah  . 

C.I'll  found  my  trump  of  joy.  S.  And  I’ll  refound  Hof  amah' 

IX 
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0 bleffed  Contemplation  ! The  death  of  vices,  and  the  life 
of  virtues  ! Thee  the  Law  and  the  Prophets  admire  .‘Whoever 
attained  perfetfion,  if  not  by  thee  ! 0 bleffed  Solitude,  the 
Magarjnc  of  Celeilial  Treafure  f by  thee  things  earthly,  and 
tranfitory,  are  changed  into  Heavenly,  and  Eternal. 


Happy  is  that  houfe,and  bleffed  is  that  Congregation,  where 
Martha  ftill  cimplaineth  of  Mary. 


•chanick  foul,  thou  muft  not  only  do 
ith  Martha,  but  with  Mary,  ponder  too : 
ppy  s that  houfe  where  thefe  fair  lifters  vary; 
't  moit,  when  Martha  s reconcil'd  to  Mary. 


S.  B E R N.  in  Ep. 
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VIII. 
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CANTICLES  1.  3. 

Draw  me  j we  will  folldw  after  thee  by  the 
favour  of  thy  good  Qynt  merits. 

THus,  like  a lump  of  the  corrupted  Mafs, 

I lie  fecure,  long  loft  before  I was: 

And  like  a block,,  beneath  whole  burthen  lies 
That  undifcovefd  worm  that  never  dies 
I have  no  will  to  rouze,  I have  no  power  to*  rifeD 

" "V:  ■ . 

Can  (linking  Ld^rm  compound  or  ftrive  . 
i With  deaths  entangling  fetters*  and  revive? 

Or  can  the  water-buried  Axe  implore 
A hand  to  raife  it*  or  it  felf  reftore. 

And  from  her  Tandy  deeps  approach  the  dry-foot  fhore? 

ii  So  hard’s  the  task  for  finful  flefh  and  blood 
;|  To  lend  thefmalleft  ftep  to  what  is  good. 

My  God,  I cannot  move  the  leaft  degree! 

Ah!  If  but  only  thofe  that  a&ive  be. 

None  fhould  thy  glory  fee,  none  fhould  thy  glory  fee, 

IBut  if  the  Potter  pleafe  t’inform  the  clay  : 

I Or  fome  ftrong  hand  remove  the  block  away  : 

Their  lowly  fortunes  foon  are  mounted  higher  ; 

That  proves  a veftel,  which  before  was  mire; 

And  this  being  hewn,  may  ferve  for  better  ufe  than  fire* 


An4 
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And  if  that  life-reftoring  voice  command 
Dead  Ln^rm  forth;  or  that  great  Prophets  hand 
Should  charm  the  fullen  waters,  and  begin 
To  beckon  or  to  dart  a flick  but  in, 

Dead  La^rm  muft  revive,  and  th’  ^aemuft  float  again. 

Lord,  as  I am,  I have  no  pow’r  at  all 
To  hear  thy  voice,  or  Echo  to  thy  call; 

The  gloomy  Clouds  of  mine  own  guilt  benight  me; 
Thy  glorious  beams,  not  dainty  lweets  invite  me; 
They  neither  can  direft;  nor  thefe  at  all  delight  me. 

See  how  my  (in-bemangled  body  lies, 

Not  having  pow’r  to  will,  nor  will  to  rife! 

Shine  home  upon  thy  Creature,  and  infpire 
My  lifeless  Will  with  thy  regen’rate  fire; 

The  fir  ft  degree  to  do,  is  only  to  defire. 

Give  me  the  power  to  Will,  the  Will  to  do ; 

O raife  me  up,  and  l will  ftrive  to  go: 

Draw  me,  O draw  me  with  thy  trebble  twift, 

That  have  no  pow’r  but  meerly  to  refill ; 

O lend  me  flrength  to  do,  and  then  command  thy  lift . | 
' M 1 

My  Soul's  a Clock,  whofe  wheels  (for  want  of  ufe 
And  winding  up,  being  fubjett  to  the  abufe 
Of  eating  ruft)  wants  vigour  to  fulfil 
Her  twelve  hours  task,  and  fhew  her  makers  skill. 

But  idly  fleeps  unmov’d,  and  ftandeth  vainly  ftill. 

Great  God,  it  is  thy  work,  and  therefore  good, 

If  thou  be  pleas’d  to  cleanfe  it  with  thy  blood, 

And  wind  it  up  with  thy  foufmoving  keys,  I 

Her  bufie  wheels  fhall  ferve  thee  all  her  days*,  (praiie 
Her  hand  fhall  point  thy  pow’r,  her  hammer  {trike  th; 

S.  BERK 
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Z,e£  hx  run  Jet  m run  but  in  the  favour  of  thy  Ointment  , wo* 
in  the  confidence  of  our  merits , nor  in  the  greatnefs  of  out 
flrength : We  truft  to  run , but  in  the  multitude  of  thy  mercies , 
/or  though  we  run  and  are  willing , it  is  not  in  him  that  will • 
eth 5 nor  in  him  that  runneth,  but  inGod  that  ffjeweth  mercy, 
0 let  thy  mercy  return , and  we  will  run Thou  like  a Gyant 9 
runneflby  thy  own  power  3 unlefs  thy  Ointment  breath 
upon  Mi  cannot  run. 


E P l G.  8. 

Look  not,  my  Watch,  being  once  repair’d  to  ftand 
Expecting  motion  from  thy  Maker’s  hand. 

H’as  wound  thee  up,  and  cleans’d  thy  Cogs  with  blood 
If  now  thy  wheels  ftand  Bill  thou  arc  not  good, 

P 2 
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0 that  than  mert  as  my  Brother,  that 
tSutkel  the  £ refls  of  my  Mother,  (ant:  8 


I i'Z 3 


/ 
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CANTICLES  8.  1. 

0 that  thou  roert  as  my  Brother  jhat  fucked 
the  hreafls  of  my  mother  ^ when  J fhould 
find  thee  without , I would  kifs  thee . 

1 


C1  Ome,  come,  my  blefied  Infant,  and  immure  the 
j Within  the  temple  of  my  facred  arms; 

Secure  mine  arms,  mine  arms  fhall  then  fecure  thee 
From  Herod's  fury,  or  the  High-Priefts  harms: 

Or  if  thy  danger’d  life  fuftain  a lofs, 

My  folded  arms  fhall  turn  thy  dying  crofs. 

2 


But  ah;  what  favage  Tyrant  can  behold 
The  beauty  of  fo  fweet  a face  as  this  is, 

And  not  himfelf  be  by  himfelf  controul’d, 

And  change  his  fury  to  a thoufand  kifles  ? 

One  fmile  of  thine  is  worth  more  Mines  of  treafure 
Than  there  be  Myriads  in  the  days  of  Csfar. 


1 1 ^ the  Tetrarch , as  he  knew  thy  birth, 

So  known  thy-ftock,  he  had  not  thought  to  paddle 
In  thy  dear  bloody  but  proflrate on  the  earth 
Had  veil’d  his  Crown  before  thy  Royal  Cradle, 

And  laid  the  Scepter  of  his  glory  down, 

A^nd  begg’d  a Heavenly  for  an  Earthly  Crown. 

P 3 Illuflrious 
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Illudrious  Babe How  is  thy  handmaid  grac’d 
With  a rich  armful How  doft  thou  decline 
Thy  M a jelly,  that  were  fo  late  embrac’d  _ 

In  thy  great  Fatheis  arms,  and  now  in  mine. 
How  humbly  gracious  art  thou,  to  reirelh 
Me  with  thy  Spirit,  and  affume  my  flelh . 

5 


But  mull  the  trealon  of  a traitour’s  Hail 
Abufe  thefweetnefs  of  thefe  ruby  lips. 

Shall  marble  hearted  cruelty  attail 

Thefe  Alabader  Tides  with  knotted  whips. 

' And  muff  thefe  foiling  Refer  entertain  _ > 

The  blows  of  fcorn,  ai  d hurts  of  bafe  difda  ,T 


Ah '.  Muff  thefe  dainty  little  fprmgs  that  twine 
So  fall  about  thy  neck,  be  pierc  d and  to,n 
With  ragged  nails?  And  mud  thefe  browsi.fgn 
Their  Crown  of  Glory  for  aurown  ot  thorn  . 

Ah,  mud  the  b’effed  infant  tade  the  pam  ? 
Of  deaths  injurious  pangs-,  nay  vvorfe,  be  llain  , 


Sweet  Babe  1 At  what  dear  rates  do  wretched  I 
" Commit  a fin  «.  Lord,  ev’ry  bn’s  a dart 
And  ev Tv  trefpafs  lets  a javelin  tlie  *, 

And  ev’ry  javelin  wounds  thy  bleeding  neart  : 

‘ Pardon,  fweet  Babe,  what  I have  done  amifs ; 
And  leal  that  granted  pardon  with  a kiis. 

S.  BONA 


22§ 


Book  4.  Emblemes . 


S.  BONAVENT.  Soliloqu.  Cap,  1. 

Ofweep  Jefn , / thy  kiffes  were  fo  fweet , nor 

thy  fociety  fo  de  left  able , nor  thy  attrahion  fo  virtuous : For 
when  I love  theefl  am  clean  j when  I touch  thee , I am  chafte ; 

/ receive  ^Aee,  / d/w  4 K/rgi/z : 0 wo/f  fweet  Jefuj  thy 
embraces  defile  not , eleanfe  j thy  attraction  polluteth  not% 

but  fandifieth  : 0 Je[u  the  fountain  of  universal  fweetnefs , 
pardon  me  that  I believed  fo  late3  that  fo  much  fweetnefs  is 
in  thy  embraces . 


Impartial  Reader,  judge  which  bears  the  mofl : 
He  bears  but  Heav’n,  my  folded  arms  fuftain 


,! 


EPIC.  9. 


My  burthen’s  greatefl:  Let  not  Atlas  boaft i 


Heay’ns  maker,  vyhom  Heav’ns  Heav’n  cannot  contain. 
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night  on,  tnv'  bctLl  feiLghthim  whammy  * 
Jcnleljueth;!  fonaht  him  butl  fbund  hitn'not . 
Cant : j:t.  ~ 7 7 a. 
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CANTICLES  3.  1. 

I T 

I 

In  nty  bed  by  night  I fought  him  that  my  foul 
I loveth  j I fought  him , but  I found  him 
not. 


THe  learned  Cynick  having  loft  the  way 
To  honeft  men,  did  in  the  height  of  day, 

By  Taper-light  divide  his  fteps  about 
The  peopled  ftreets  to  find  this  dainty  out  ^ 

But  fail’d : The  Cynick  fearch’d  not  where  he  ought*, 
The  thing  he  fought  for,  was  not  where  he  fought,  J 
The  Wife-mens  task  feenfd  harder  to  be  done, 

The  Wife-men  did  by  Star-light  feek  the  Sun, 

And  found  : The  Wife-men  fearclfd  it  were  they  ought 
The  thing  they  hop’d  to  find  was  were  they  fought. 
One  feeks  his  wifhes  where  he  fhould  , but  then 
Perchance  he  feeks  not  as  he  fhould,  nor  when. 

Another  fearches  when  he  fhould*,  but  there 
He  fails  j not  feeking  as  he  fhould,  nor  where. 

Whofe  foul  defires  the  good  it  wants,  and  would 
Obtain,  muft  feek  Where,  As,  and  When  he  fhould, 
flow  often  have  my  wild  affeftions  led 
My  wafted  foul  to  this  my  widow’d  bed 
To  feek  my  lover,  whom  my  foul  defires? 

(I  fpeak  not,  Cupid , of  thy  wanton  fires : 

Thy  fires  are  all  but  dying  fparks  to  mine  * 

My  flames  are  full  of  Heav’n,  and  all  Divine) 

How  often  have  I fought  this  bed  by  night. 

To  find  that  greater  by  this  Idler  light? 
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How  oft  have  my  unwknefs’d  groans  lamented 
Thy  d eared  abfence ! Ah,  how  often  vented 
The  bitter  tempeds  of  defpairing  breath, 

And  tod  my  foul  upon  the  waves  of  death  ! 

How  often  has  my  melting  heart  made  choice 
Of  filent  tears  (tears  louder  than  a voice) 

To  plead  my  grief,  and  wooe  thy  abfent  ear ! 

And  yet  thou  wilt  not  come,  thou  wilt  not  hear, 

0 is  thy  wonted  love  become  fo  cold ! 

Or  do  mine  eyes  not  feek  thee  where  they  fliould ! 
Why  do  I feek  thee,  if  thou  art  not  here.^ 

Or  find  thee  not,  if  thou  art  ev’ry  where  ? 

1 fee  my  errour,  it  is  not  drange  I could  not 
Find  out  my  love  : I fought  him  where  I fhould  nor. 
Thou  art  not  found  in  downy  beds  of  eafe  •, 

Alas,  thy  mufick  drikes  on  harder  keys : 

Nor  art  thou  found  by  that  falfe  feeble  light 
Of  Natures  candle,  our  Egyptian  night 
Is  more  than  common  darknefs , nor  can  we 
Expert  a morning  but  what  breaks  from  thee. 

Weil  may  my  empty  bed  bewail  thy  lofs, 

When  thou  arc  lodg’d  upon  thy  fhameful  crofs: 

If  thou  refufe  to  fliare  a bed  with  me, 

We’ll  never  part.  I’ll  (hare  a crofs  with  thee. 


/„ 
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A N S E L M.  in  Protolog.  i. 

Lordy  if  thou  art  not  prefent , where  (hall  I feek  thee  ab~ 
fent  ? If  every  where , a?o  I not  fee  thee  prefent  ? Thou 

dwelled  in  light  inacceffible , and  where  U that  inacceffible 
light  ? Or  how  (hall  1 have  accefs  to  light  inacceffible  ? I be- 
feech  thee , Lor  dj  each  me  to  feek  thee , and  (hew  thy  f elf  to  the 
feekeXy  becaufelcan  neither  feek  thee , unlefsthou  teach  mey 
\ nor  find  thee y mlefs  thou  floew  thy  (elf  to  me  : Let  me  feek 
I theey  in  de firing  thee , and  defire  thee  in  feek'wg  thee  : Let 
tne  find  thee  in  loving  thee , and  love  thee  in  finding  thee . 


I 


EPI G.  10. 

Where  fhouldit  thou  feek  for  reft,  but  in  thy  bed? 
But  now  thy  reft  is  gone,  thy  reft  is  fled  : 
pTis  vain  to  feek  him  there  : My  foul  be  wifej 
Go  ask  thy  fins,  they’ll  tell  thee  where  he  lies. 
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I will  rife  new,  andyoe  about  the  City  ut  the  ftreets 
and  ttt  the  broad  ways  I will  feck  him  whom  my  foul 
h veirid  fought  him  but  fund  him,  not, , Cant/,  4 
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CANTICLES  5.  2. 

1 mil  rife,  and  go  about  the  City , and  will 
Jeek  him  that  my  foul  loveth  : I foueht 
him,  but  I found  him  not. 


ryow  my  difappointed  foal’s  perplext ! 

H^w  Sni  refJIe^ 'thoughts  fwarm  in  my  troubled  breafl! 
How  vainly  pleas  d with  hopes,  then  crofly  vexc 

With  fears!  And  how  betwixt  them  both diftreft! 

V?iat.*?rCe  IsIefc  unranfaek’d?  Oh,  where  next 
Miaii  I go  feek  the  Author  of  my  reft  ? 

Of  what  bJefs’d  Angel  fhall  my  lips  enquire 
The  undifcover’d  way  to  that  entire 
And  everlafting  iolace  of  my  hearts  defire  ? 


Look  how  the  ftricken  Heart  that  wounded  ffies 
Oe  r hills  and  dales  and  feeks  the  lower  grounds 
For  running  dreams,  the  whilft  his  weeping  eves 
i Beg  filent  mercy  from  the  following  Hounds  • 
pc  ength,  emboft,  he  droops,  drops  down,  and  lies 
eneathjrhe  burthen  of  his  bleeding  wounds: 
n my  ga^ping  foul,  difiolv’d  in  tears, 

le.v  Ch  f5aTchfoIchee.  my  God,  whofedeafned  ears, 
j e me  ^ wBranfom  d Prisoner  to  my  panick  fears. 

Where 
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Where  have  my  bufie  eyes  nor  pry’d  > O where, 

Of  whom  hath  nor  my  thred-bare  congue  demanded 

I fearch’d  this  glorious  City ; he  snot  here: 

I fought  the  Country  •,  fhe  hands  empty  handed  ; 

I fearch’d  the  Court ; he  is  a lfranger  there  ^ 

I ask’d  the  land ; he’s  fhipp  d : the  fea ; he  s landed 
I climb’d  the  air,  my  thoughts  began  t afpire ; 
But  ah!  the  wings  of  my  too  bold  defire, 

Soaring  too  near  the  Sun , where  findg  d with  facred  fir* 


4 


I mov’d  the  Merchants  ear  t alas,  but  he 
Knew  neither  what  I faid,  nor  what  to  fay : 

I ask’d  the  lawyer,  he  demands  a fee,  . 

And  then  demurs  me  with  a vain  delay  . 

I ask’d  the  Schoolman,  his  advice  was  free, 

But  fcor’d  me  out  too  intricate  a way  : 

I ask’d  the  Watch-man  (beft  of  all  the  four) 
Whole  gentle  anfwer  could  refolve  no  more, 
chat  he  fately  left  him  at  the  Temple  door. 


Thus  l.mng  fboflir,  & 

In  ev’ry  place,  and  fearch  d in  ev  ry  ear . 

1 rbrew  me  on  mv  bed  3 but  ah . my  reft 
1 Was  poifon’d  with  th’extremes  of  grief  and  fear, 

Where  looking  down  into  my  . 

Thp  Magazine  of  wounds,  1 found  mm  tnere . 
■Let  others  hunt,  and  (hew  their  fportful  Art; 

I wifh  to  catch  the  Hare  before  the  hart, 

' to  do ; Heav’ns  F orm  s a troubled  he 
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S.  A M B R 0 S,  lib.  3.  de  Virg, 

Chrifl'  is  not  in  the  market , nor  in  the  jireets : For  Chrifl  is 
Peace,  in  the  market  are  flrifes : Chrifl  is  Juft ke,  in  the 
market  ts  iniquity : chrifl  is  a Labourer , in  the  market  is 
lalenefs : Chrifl  is  Chanty,  in  the  market  is  (lander  : Chrifl 

” !"  tbe  maxiet  is  fraud-  Let » not  therefore  feed 

Chrifl,  where  we  cannot  find  Chrifl. 

S.  HIERO M.  Ser.  9.  Ep.  22.  ad  Euftoch. 

Jefw  is  jealous  : He  will  n t have  thy  face  feen  * Let 
foolijh  Virgins  ramble  abroad,  feek  thou  thy  Love  at  home. 


\ 


E P 1 G.  ir. 

n ha5>  toft  thy  will  neither  bed  nor  board 
ece;ve  him?  Not  by  tears  to  be  implor'd? 
is  the  Ship  that  moves,  and  not  the  Coaft ; 

; e3r>  * ^car?  my  fowl,  \ls  tfaou  art  Jofh 
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Sait'jfe  hint  whom  mySoule  hovetk , it  was  bin  f 
ci  little Jrljo^fedji'cnn  them  hut  1 Jvnni.  him 
wham  my^  Joule  lovetk  I hAd  him  etc ; fa*  ? i 
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CANTICLES  3.  3. 

Have  you  feen  him  whom  my  Soul  loveth  ? 
When  I had  paji  a little  from  them , then 
I found  him 3 1 took  hold  on  him,  and  left 
him  not . 

1 

WHat  fecret  corner?  what  unwonted  way 

Has  fcap’d  the  ranfack  of  my  rambling  thought  ? 
The  Fox  by  night,  nor  the  dull  Owl  by  day, 

Have  never  learch’d  thofe  places  I have  fought, 
Whilft  they  lamented,  abfence  taught  my  breaft 
The  ready  road  to  grief,  without  requeft , 

My  day  had  neither  comfort,  nor  my  night  had  reft, 

2 

How  hath  my  unregarded  language  vented 
The  fad  tautologies  of  lavifh  paffiort; 

How  often  have  I languifh’d  unlamented! 

How  oft  have  I complain'd,  without  companion  i 
I ask'd  the  City-watch,  but  fome  deny'd  me 
The  common  flteet,  whilft  others  would  mif  guide  me, 
Some  would  debar  me;  fome^diverrme,  fome, deride  me 

I • 3 

Mark  hew  the  Widow’d  Turtle,  having  loft 
The  faithful  Partner  of  her  loyal  heart, 

Stretches  her  feeble  wings  from  coaft  to  coaft, 

Haunts  ev’ry  path  ; thinks  every  fhade  doth  pars 
Her  abfent  Love,  and  her;  at  length  unfped. 

She  re- betakes  her  to  her  lonely  bed, 

And  there  bewails  her  cverlafting  Widow-head* 

- S0 
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So  when  my  foul  load  progreft  e^’ry  place, 

That  love  and  dear  afte&ion  could  contrive, 

1 threw  me  on  my  couch,  refolv’d  t’  embrace 
A death  for  him  in  whom  I ceas’d  to  live  : 

But  there  injurious  Hymen  did  prefent 
Hislaftdskip  joys  3 my  pickled  eyes  did  vent 
Full  ftreams  of  Briny  tears,  tears  never  to  be  fpent. 


Whilft  thus  my  forrow- wafting  foul  was  feeding 
Upon  the  rad  cal  humour  of  her  thought, 

Ev'n  whilft  mine  eyes  were  blind,  and  heart  was  bleeding 
He  that  was  fought,  unfound,  was  found,  unfought 
As  ii  the  Sun  ftiould  dart  his  orb  of  Tight 
Into  the  fecrets  of  the  black -brow’d  night : 

Ev’n  fo  appear’d  my  love  my  foie,  my  fouls  delight. 


O how  mine  Eyes  now  ravifh’d  at  the  fight 
Of  my  bright  Sun-ftiot  flames  of  equal  fire? 

Ah ! How  my  foul  diffolv’d  with  o’er* delight. 

To  re-enjoy  the  Crown  of  chart  defire  1 
- How  fovYeign  joy  depos’d  and  difpoffeft 

Rebellious  grief!  And  how  my  ravifh’d  bread  ■ 

But  who  can  prefsthofe  heights,  that  cannot  beexpreft  i 

'1  ^ 7.  ■ 

2 


O how  thefe  arms,  thefe  greedy  arms  did  twine* 

And  ftrongly  twift  about  his  yielding  waft ! 

The  fappy  branches  of  the  Thefpian  Vine, 

Ne’er  ding’d  their lefs  beloved  Elm  fo  faft; 

Boaft  not  thy  flames,  blind  boy,  thy  feather’d  fhot 
let  Hymens  eafie  fnarls  be  quite  forgot: 

Time  cannot  quench  our  fires^nor  death  diflolveout  knot 

ORIG 
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O RIG. Horn.  10.  in  diverf. 

0 mofl  holy  Lord,  and  fweeteft  Mafler , ton?  gooi  art  thou 
to  thofe  that  are  of  upright  heart , humble  fpirit ! 0 how 

bleffed  are  they  that  feek  thee  with  a ftmple  heart ! How  hap- 
py that  truft  In  thee  ! It  is  <t  mofl  certain  truth , that  thou 
love  ft  all  that  love thee , and  never  forfakeft  thofe  that  trujl 
in  thee  : For  behold  thy  Love  [imply  fought  theey  and  un~ 
doubt  edly  found  thee : She  trufted  in  thee , and  is  not  for  fal- 
len of  theey  but  hath  obtained  more  by  theey  than  fhe  expeth 
ed  from  thee . 

B E D A in  cap.  3.  Cant. 

The  longer  I was  in  finding  whom  I fought  ft  he  more  ear neft* 
ly  I held  him  being  found , 

\ • 


i 

1 

I 


EPIG.  12. 

I What  ? found  hinr  out?  let  flrong  embraces  bind  him  3 
j He’ll  fly  perchance,  where  tears  can  never  find  him,; 

I New  fins  will  lofe,  what  old  repentance  gainst 
Wifdom  not  only  getss  but  got  retains^ 
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PSALM  72.  28,  ' 

It  is  good  for  me  to  draw  near  to  God}I  have 
put  my  trujl  in  the  Lord  God. 

WHere  is  that  Good,  which  wife-men  pleafe  to  call 
The  chiefeft  ? Doth  there  any  fuch  befal 
^Vithin  mans  reach  ? or  is  there  fuch  a Good  at  all  ? 

. ; , f r 

If  fuch  there  be,  it  neither  mufl  expire, 

Nor  change;  than  which  there  can  be  nothin  g higher : 
Such  good  muft  be  the  utter  point  of  man’s  defire. 

1 

It  is  the  Mark,  to  which  all  hearts  muft  tend  ; 

Can  be  defired  for  no  other  end, 
than  for  it  felf,  on  which  all  other  Goods  depend. 

What  may  this  Excellent  be  ? doth  it  fubfift 
A real  Effence  clouded  in  the  midft 
Of  curious  Art,  or  clear  to  ev’ry  eye  that  lift  ? 

Or  is’t  a tart  Idea,  to  procure 

An  edge,  and  keep  the  praftick  foul  in  ure, 

Like  that  dear  Chymick  duft,  or  puzling  Quadrature  ? 

Where  (hall  I feek  this  ? ’Where  (hall  I find 
This  Cath’lick  pleafure,  whofe  extremes  may  bind 
My  thoughts  l and  fill  the  gulf  of  my  infatiate  mind  ? 

Lies  it  in  Treafure  ? In  full  heaps  untold  ? 

Doth  gouty  Mammons  griping  hand  infold 
fhisfacred  Saint  in  facred  fhrines  of  fov’reign  gold  ? 

Q 3 Ng? 
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No,  00  {he  lies  not  there  ; wealth  often  fours 
In  keeping*,  makes  ushers,  in  leeming  ours; 

She  Hides  from  heaven  indeed  ,but  not  in  Danaey s fhow ers. 

Lives  {he  in  honour  ? no.  The  Royal  Crown 
Builds  up  a creature,  and  then  batters  down: 

Kings  raife  thee  with  a fmile,  and  raze  thee  with  a frown, 

In  pleafure  ? no.  Pleafure  begins  in  rage ; 

Atts  the  fools  part  on  earth's  uncertain  ftage; 

Begins  the  play  in  youth,  and  Epilogues  in  age. 

Thefe,  thefe  arebaftard  goods;  the  beft  of  thefe 
Torment  the  foul  with  pleafing  it,  and  pleafe, 
tike  water’s  gulp’d  in  fevers  with  deceitful  eafe. 

Earth’s  flatting  dainties  are  but  fweet  diflreffes: 
Mole-hills  perform  the  mountains  (he  profdks, 

Alas,  can  earth  confer  more  good  than  earth  pofleffeS? 

Mount,  mount,  my  foul,  and  let  my  thoughts  cafhier 
Earth’s  vain  delights,  and  make  the  full  carier 
At  Heav’ns  eternal  joys ; flop,  Hop,  thy  Courfer  there. 

. 

There  flu!!  thy  foul  poflefs  uncareful  treafure. 

There  flialt  thou  fvvim  in  never  fading  pleafure : 

And  blaze  in  honour  far  above  the  frowns  of  C#far. 

\ 

lord,  if  my  hope  dare  let  her  anchor  fall 
On  thee,  the  chiefeft  Good,  no  need  to  call 
For  earths  inferiour  tralh ; Thou,  thou  art  All  in  All. 


S.  AUGUST! 

■ l 
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S.  AUGUST.  Soliloqu.  cap.  13. 

J follow  this  thing , 1 pur fue  that,  but  1 am  filled  with  no- 
thing. But  when  I found  thee , who  art  that  immutable , /nrfi- 
•wnW,  ani  only  good  in  my  felf,  what  I obtained.,  I wanted 
. not-,  for  what  Iobta'ned  not,  I grieved  not-,  with  whaf  I 
was  pojfeft,  my  while  defire  was  fatisfied. 

S.  BERN.  Ser.  9.  fap.  Beati  qui  habent,  &c. 

Let  others  pretend  merit  let  him  brag  of  the  burthen  of 
the  day,  let  him  boaft  of  his  Sabbath  fafts,  and  let  him 
glory  that  he  is  not  as  other  men  • but  for  me,  it  is  good  to 
cleave  unto  the  Lord,  and  to  put  my  truft  in  my  Lord  God, 


• •'  c- 


EPIG.  13. 

tec  Bireas  blafts,  and  Neptune’s  waves  be  join’d, 
Thy  /£ olm  commands  the  waves,  the  wind: 

Fear  not  the  Rocks  or  Worlds  imperious  waves'. 
Thou  climb’ft  a Rock  (my  foul)  a rock  that  la-  • . 

9.4 
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CANTICLES  2.  3. 

I fat  under  his  fhadow  with  great  delight, 
and  his  fruit  was  fweet  to  my  tafte„ 


LOok  how  the  (heep,  whofe  rambling  fteps  do  dray 
From  the  fafe  bleffing  of  her  Shepherds  eyes5 
Eft  foon  becomes  the  unprotected  prey 
To  the  wing’d  Squadron  of  beleagring  flies; 

Where  (weltered  with  the  fcorching  beams  of  day. 
She  frisks  from  bufh  to  brake,  and  wildly  flies  awav 
From  her  own  fell,  ev’n'of  her  felf  afraid ; 

She  fhrouds  her  troubled  brows  in  ev’ry  glade 
And  craves  the  mercy  of  the  foft  removing  (hade/ 


Ev’n  fo  my  wandring  foul,  that  hath  digred 
from  her  great  Shepherd,  is  the  hourly  prey 
Of  all  my  fins.  Thefe  vultures  in  my  bread 
Gripe  my  Promethean  heart;  both"  night  and  day  ' 

] 1 hunt  from  place  to  place,  but  find  no  red ; J 
I know  not  inhere  to  go,  nor  where  to  dav : 

The  eye  of  vengeance  burns,  her  flames'invade 
i My  fwelt’ring  foul:  My  foul  hath  ofc  aflay’d 
'iet  (he  can  find  no  fnroud,  but  can  fhe  feei  no  (hade  ? 

I 


1 
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I fought  the  fhades  of  Mirth,  to  wear  away 
My  flow  pac’d  hours  of  foul-conluming  griefj 
I fearch’d  the  (hades  of  deep,  to  eafe  my  day 
Of  griping  forrows  with  a nights  reprieve. 

1 fought  the  fhades  of  death  *,  thought  there  t’allay 
My  final  torments  with  a full  relief: 

But  mirth,nor  deep,  nor  death, can  hide  my  hours 
In  the  falle  fhadesof  their  deceitful  bow’rs*, 

The  firft  didra&s,  the  next  difturbs,  the  lad  devours. 


Where  (hall  I turn ? To  whom  (hall  I apply  me  ? 

Are  there  no  dreams  where  a faint  Soul  may  wade  ? 
Thy  God-head,  Jefus,  are  the  flames  that  fry  me^  * 

Hath  thy  All-glorious  Deity  never  a (hade, 

Where  I may  fit  and  vengeance  never  eye  me. 

Where  I might  fit  refrefh’dcr  unafraid  ? 

Is  there  no  comfort  ? Is  there  no  refettion  ? 

Is  there  no  cover  that  will  give  protection 
T a fainting  foul,  the  fubjeft  ot  thy  wraths  reflection  ? 


Look  up,  my  foul,  advance  the  lowly  flature 
Of  thy  fad  thoughts  *,  advance  thy  humble  eye : 
See,  here’s  a fhadow  found : The  humane  nature 
Is  made  th’Umbella  to  the  Deity, 

To  catch  the  Sun  beams  of  thy  jufi  Creator : 

Beneath  this  covert  thou  maid  fafely  lie : 

Permit  thine  eyes  to  climb  this  fruitful  tree, 

As  quick  ZacheHs  did,  and  thou  (halt  fee 
A cloud  of  dying  fiefh  betwixt  thofe  beams  and  thee. 


ifl 
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G U I L,  in  cap.  2.  Cant. 

Who  can  endure  the  fierce  rays  of  the  Sun  of  Jufiice  * Who 
jbaUnot  be  confumed  by  his  beams  ? Therefore  the  Sun  of  Ju- 
fike took  flefh,  that , through  the  conjunction  of  that  Sun  and 
this  humane  body  a fhadow  may  be  made • 

S.  A U G U S T.  Med.  cap.  37. 

Lord,  let  my  foul  flee  from  the  fcorching  thoughts  of  the 
world,  under  the  covert  of  thy  wings,  that  being  re freflied  by 
the  moderation  of  thy  fhadow,  floe  may  fing  merrily , In  peace 
wiU  I lay  me  down  and  reft* 


\ 


EPIG.  14. 

Ah,  rreach’rous  Soul,  would  roc  thy  pleafures  give 
That  Lord,  which  made  the  living,  leave  to  live? 
See  what  thy  fins  have  done  : thy  fins  have  made 
The  Sun  of  Glory  now  become  thy  fliaded 


s 
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XV, 


- 
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XV. 


PSALM  137*  4. 

How  jhall  we  png  a fong  of  the  Lord  in  a 
Jirange  Land  £ 

URge  me  no  more : this  airy  mirth  belongs 

To  better  times : thefe  times  are  not  for  fongs* 
The  fprightly  twang  of  the  melodious  Lute  6 * 
Agrees  not  with  my  voice : and  both  unfute 
My  untun’d  fortunes : the  affefted  meafure 
Of  ftrains,  that  areconftrain’d,  afford  nopleafure? 

| Mufick’s  the  Child  of  Mirth;  where  griefs  affail 
| The  Troubled  foul,  both  voice,  and  fingers  hiU 
Let  fuch  as  ravel  out  their  lavifti  days, 
j In  honourable  riot ; that  can  raife 
Dejefted  hearts,  ^nd  conjure  up  a fp’rit 
| Ofmadnefs  by  the  Magick  of  delight; 

![  Let  thofe  of  Cupid's  Hofpital,  that  lie 
Impatient  Patients  to  a fmiling  eye. 

That  cannot  reft,  until  vain  hope  beguile 
Their  flatter’d  torment  with  a wanton  fmile  • 

Let  fuch  redeem  their  peace,  and  falve  the  wrongs^ 

Of  froward  Fortune  with  their  frolick  fongs  : 

My  grief,  my  griefs  too  great  for  fmiling  eyes 
To  cure,  or  counter-charms  to  exercife. 

! The  Ravens  difmal  croaks,  the  midnight  howls 
Of  empty  Wolves  mixt  with  thefcreech  of  Owls, 

: The  nine  fad  knolls  of  a dull  palling  Bell, 

I!  With  the  loud  language  of  a nightly  knell. 


> 
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And  horrid  out-cries  of  revenged  crimes, 
join’d  in  a medley’s  mufick  for  thefe  times-, 

‘Thefe  are  no  times  to  touch  the  merry  firing 
Of  Orpheut ; no,  thefe  are  no  times  to  fing. 

Can  hide-bound  Pris’ners,  that  have  fpent  their  fouls, 
And  familh’d  bodies  in  the  noifome  holes 
Of  hell  black  dungeons,  apt  their  rougher  throats, 
Grown  hoarfe  with  begging  alms,  to  warble  notes? 
Can  the  fad  Pilgrim,  that  hath  loft  his  way 
In  the  vafi  defart;  there  condemn’d  a prey 
To  the  wild  fubjett,  or  his  favage  King, 

Rouze  up  his  palfie  l'mitten  fpirits,  and  fing? 

Can  I a Pilgrim,  and  a Pris’ner  too, 

(Alas)  where  I am  neither  known,  nor  know 
Ought  but  my  torments,  an  unranfom’d  ftranger 
In  this  ftrange  climate,  in  a land  of  danger? 

O,  can  my  voice  be  pleafant  or  my  hand. 

Thus  made  a Pris’ner  to  a forein  land  ? 

How  can  my  mufick  relilh  in  your  ears. 

That  cannot  fpeak  for  fobs,  nor  fing  for  tears . 

Ah,  if  my  voice  could,  Ofphc i/t-like,  unfpel 
My  poor  Eurydice,  nay  foul,  irom  Hell 
Of  earth’s  mifconftru’d  Heaven,  O then  my  breaft 
Should  warble  airs,  whofe  rhapfodies  fhould  feaft 
The  ears  of  Seraphims,  and  entertain 
Heav’ns  h'gheft  Deity  with  their  lofty  ftrain, 

A ftrain  well  drench’d  in  the  true  Thefpian  Wells 
Till  then,  earths  Semiquaver,  mirth,  fareweh 
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S*  AUGUST.  Med.  cap.  33 . 

0 Infinitely  happy  are  thofe  heavenly  virtues  which  are  able 

I to  praife  thee  in  holinefs  and  purity,  with  exceffive  fweetnefs, 
and  unutterable  exultation  / From  thence  they  praife  thee, from 
whence  they  repice , becaufe  they  continually  fee  for  what  they 
rejoice , for  what  they  praife  thee : But  we  prefs'ddown  with 
this  burthen  of  flefh , far  removed  from  thy  countenance  in 
this  pilgrimage 5 and  blown  up  with  worldly  vanities , cannot 
worthily  praife  thee  : We  praife  thee  by  faith  * not  face  to 
face,  but  thofe  Angelical  fpirits  praife  thee  face  to  face,  and 
pot  by  faith. 


EPI  G.  1$. 

Bid  I refufe  to  fing  ? faid  I thefe  times 
j efe  not  for  fongs?  normufick  for  thefe  climes’ 
t5  was  my  errour  : are  not  groans  and  tears 
Harmonious  raptures  in  th’Almighty’s  ears? 


/ 
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tHE 

FIFTH  BOOK. 

■**» 

I. 

CANTICLES  5.8. 

I charge  you,  0 daughters  ofjerufalem,  if 
you  find  my  beloved , that  you  teU  him  that 
I am  fich  of  love, 

1 

YOu  holy  Virgins  that  fo  oft  furround 

The  City’s  Sapphire  walls,  whofe  fnpwy  feet 
Meafure  the  pearly  paths  of  facred  ground 
And  trace  the  new  Jerufaleiri s Jafper  ftreec  ^ 

Ah,  you  whofe  care-forfaken  hearts  are  crown’d 
With  your  bed  willies*,  that  enjoy  the  fweet 
Of  all  your  hopes  *,  If  e’re  you  chance  to  fpy 
My  abfent  Love,  O tell  him  that  I lie  1 

Deep  wounded  with  the  flames  chat  furnac’d  from  his  eye, 

2 

I charge  you.  Virgins,  as  you  hope  to  hear 
The  heav’nly  mufick  of  yours  Lover’s  voice  , 

I charge  you  by  the  folemn  faith  you  bear 
To  plighted  vows,  and  to  that  loyal  choice 
Of  your  affeftions,  or,  if  ought  more  dear 
You  hold ; by  Hymen,  by  your  marriage  joys, 

I charge  you  tell  him  that  a flaming  dart. 

Shot  from  his  eye,  hath  pierc’d  my  bleeding  heart. 
And  I am  fick  of  love,  and  languifh  in  my  fmart. 

R Tell 
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Tell  him*  O tell  him,  how  my  pantiftg  breaft 
Is  fcorch’d  with  flames,  and  how  my  foul  is  pinvdj 
Tell  him,  O tell  him,  how  I lieoppreft 
With  the  full  torments  of  a troubled  mind  j 
O tell  him,  tell  him,  that  he  loves  in  jeft, 

But  I in  earned^  tell  him  he's  unkind  : 

But  if  a difcontented  frown  appears 
Upon  his  angry  brow,  accoft  his  ears 
With  foft  and  fewer  words,  and  aft  the  reft  in  tears  * 

4 / 

O tell  him,  that  his  cruelties  deprive 

My  foul  of  peace,  while  peace  in  vain  (lie  feeks; 

Tell  him,  thofe  damask  roles  that  did  ftrive 
With  white,  both  fade  upon  my  fallow  cheeks^ 

Tell  him,  no  token  doth  proclaim!  live. 

But  tears,  and  fighs,  and  lobs,  and  fudden  (Tirieks  y 
Thus  if  your  piercing  words  fhould  chance  to  bore 
His  hearkning  ear,  and  move  a figh,  give  o’er 
To  fpeakj  and  tell  him,  Tell  him,  that  I could  no  more 


If  your  elegious  breath  fhould  hap  to  rouze 
A happy  tear,  clofe  harb’ring  in  his  eye. 

Then  urge  his  plighted  faith,  the  facred  vows, 

Which  neither  I can  break,  nor  he  deny^ 

Bewail  the  torment  of  his  loyal  fpoufe, 

That  for  his  fake  would  make  a fport  to  die: 

O bleffed  virgins,  how  my  paffion  tires 
• Beneath  the  burthen  of  her  fond  defires ! 

Hcav’n  never  fhot  luch  flames,  earth  never  felt  fuch  fire: 

* 

S.  AUGUST! 
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S.  AUGUST.  Med.  cap.  40J 

Wha  t frail  I fay  ? What  frail  I do  / Whither  frail  I go  ? 
Where  frail  I feek  h ml  Or  when  (hall  I find  him  ? Whom 
frill  I ask  * Who  will  tell  my  beloved  that  lam  Jick  of  Love  i 

G U L 1 E L.  in  cap.  $.  Cane. 


/ live  font  not  I : it  is  my  beloved  that  liveth  in  me : I 
love  my  felf  not  with  my  own  lovey  but  with  the  love  of  my 
beloved  that  loveth  me : I love  not  my  felf  in  my  f elf  but  my 
(elf  in  him , and  him  in  me . 


EPIG.  i. 

Grieve  not  (my  foul)  nor  let  thy  love  tvax  faint* 
Weep’ft  thou  to  lofe  the  caufe  of  thy  complaint  ? 
He’ll  come;  Love  ne’er  was  bound  to  times  nor  laws* 
Till  then  thy  tears  complain  without  a caufe. 

R af 
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CANTICLES  2.  5. 

Stay  me  with  flowers,  and  comfort  me  with 
apples,  for  I am  fick  with  love. 

I 

O Tyrant  love  l how  doth  thy  fovVeign  powV 
Subjeft  poor  fouls  to  thy  imperious  thrall ! 

They  fay  thy  cup’s  compos’d  of  fweet  and  fowre 
They  fay,  thy  Idiet’s  honey  mix t with  gall  * 

How  comes  it  then  to  pafs,  thefe  lips  of  ours 
Still  trade  in  bitter ; taft  no  fweet  at  all  ? 

O tyrant  love!  Shall  our  perpetual  toil 
Ne’er  find  a Sabbath  to  refrefh  a while 
Our  drooping  fouls  ? Art  thou  all  frowns, and  ne’er  a fmile  ? 

2 

You  bleffed  Maids  of  honour  that  frequent 
The  royal  courts  of  our  renown’d  Jehove, 

Withflow  rs  reftore  my  fpirits  faint  and  fpent; 

O fetch  me  apples  from  Loves  fruitful  grove, 

To  cool  my  palate,  apd  renew  my  fcent, 

For  I am  fick,  for  I am  fick  of  love : 

Thefe  will  revive  my  dry,  my  wafted  pow’rs, 

And  they  willfweeten  my  unfav’ry  hours  *, 
Refreftme  then  with  fruit,  and  comfort  me  with  flow  Vs; 
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O bring  me  apples  to  affwage  that  fire, 

Which  /Etaa-like  inflames  my  flaming  bread* 

Nor  is  it  every  apple  I defire. 

Nor  that  which  pleafes  every  palate  belt : 

*Tis  not  the  lafling  Deuxan  I require. 

Nor  yet  the  red  cheek’d  Queening  I requeft : 

Nor  that  which  firft  befhrevy’d  the  name  of  wife, 
Nor  that  whole  beauty  caus’d  the  golden  ftrife* 
No  no,  bring  me  an  apple  from  the  tree  of  life. 


4 


Virgins,  ruck  up  your  filken  laps,  and  fill  ye  1 

With  the  fair  wealth  of  Flora  s Magazine  * 

The  purple  violet  and  the  pale-fac’d  lily : 

The  pancv  and  the  organ  colombine  •, 

The  flowring  thyme,  the  gilt-bowl  daffadily  * 

The  lowly  pink,  the  lofty  eglantine:  ! 

The  blufhing  rofe,  the  queen  of  flowers,  and  be- 
Of  Flora's  beauty  * but  above  the  reft,  _ 
let  JetJc's  foTereign  flower  perfume  my|qualming  brea.t 


Hafte,  Virgins,  hafte,  for  I lie  weak  and  faint. 
Beneath  the  pangs  of  love  •,  why  ftand  ye  mute. 

As  if  your  filence  neither  car’d  to  grant* 

Nor  yet  your  language  to  deny  my  fuit  * 

No  key  can  lock  the  door  of  my  complaint,  _ 

Until  I fmell  this  flower,  of  tafte  that  fruit . 

Go  Virgins,  feek  this  tree,  and  fearchthat  bowr 
O how  my  foul  lhall  blefs  that  happy  hour. 
That  brings  to  me  fuch  fruit,  that  brings  me  fuch  a flowei 


gisten! 
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G I S T E N.  in  cap.  2.  Cant.  Expof.  3. 

0 happy  ficknefs , where  the  infirmity  U not  to  death , but  to 
life , (/o^  may  be  glorified  by  it ! 0 Happy  fever , that  pro- 

ceedeth  not  from  a eonfumtng , £«£  calcining  fire  ! 0 Happy 
diftemper , wherein  the  foul  relijheth  no  earthly  things , 
only  favour eth  deyine  nourijhment ! 

S.  BERN.  Serin.  $i,  in  Cant, 

By  flower  s,  under fi  and  faith-,  by  fruit,  good  works  : As  the 
flower  or  blojfom  is  before  the  fruit , fo  is  faith  before  good 
works  : So  neither  is  the  fruit  without  the  flower,  nor  gpod 
works  without  faith. 


_ E P I G.  2. 

# 

Why  apples,  O my  foul  ? Can  they  remove 
The  pains  of  grief,  or  eafe  the  flames  of  love  l 
It  was  that  fruit  which  gave  the  firft  offence; 
That  fent  him  hither ; that  remov’d  him  hence. 

R 4 
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( 

CANTICLES  2.  16. 

\ My  beloved  is  mine , and  I am  his  5 He  feed- 
eth  among  the  lilies. 


EV’n  like  two  little  bank-dividing  brooks 

That  wafh  the  pebbles  with  their  wanton  ftreamst> 
And  having  rang’d  and  fearch’d  a thoufand  nooks  , 
Meet  both  at  length  in  filver-breafted  Thames , 
Where  in  a greater  current  they  conjoyn: 

So  I my  beft  beloveds  am,  fo  he  is  mine. 


Ev?n  fo  we  met  ; and  after  long  purfuit, 

Ey’n  fo  we  join’d,  we  both  became  entires 
No  need  for  either  to  renew  a fuit. 

For  I was  flax  and  he  was  flames  of  fire. 

Our  firm  united  fouls  did  more  than  twine  * 
So  I my  beft-beloved’s  am  $ fo  he  is  mine. 

3 

If  all  thofe  glittering  Monarchs  that  command 
The  fervile  quarters  of  this  earthly  ball, 

I Should  tender,  in  exchange,  their  (hares  of  land, 
I would  not  change  my  fortunes  for  them  all : 
Their  wealth  is  but  a counter  to  my  coyn; 
The  world’s  but  theirs  * but  my  beloved’s  mine. 


258  Umblemes . Book  5 

4 

Nay  more ; if  the  fair  Thefpian  Ladies  all 
Should  heap  together  their  diviner  treafure, 

That  treafure  fhould  be  deem’d  a price  too  fmail 
To  buy  a minutes  leafe  of  half  my  pleafure ; 

Tis  not  the  facred  wealth  of  all  the  nine 
Can  buy  my  heart  from  him,  or  his  from  being  mine, 

$ 

Nor  Time,  nor  Place,  nor  Chance , nor  Death  can  bo^ 
My  leaft  defires  unto  the  leaft  remove  ; 

He’s  firmly  mine  by  oath;  ! his  by  vow; 

He’s  mine  by  faith;  and  I am  his  by  love; 

He’s  mine  by  water;  I am  his  by  wine;. 

Thus  I my  bell  beloved’s  am  ; thus  he  is  mine* 

1 ■■ 

6 

He  is  mine  Altar ; I,  his  holy  Place ; 

I am  hisgueft;  and  he  my  living  food; 

Fm  his  by  penitence;  he  mine  by  grace; 

I’m  his  by  purchafe  ; he  is  mine  by  blood  ; 

He's  my  fupporting  elm:  and  I his  vine  : 

Thus  I my  bdl-beloyed’s  am ; thus  he  is  minef 

\ 

7 

j 

He  gives  me  wealth,  I give  him  all  my  vows: 

I give  him  fongs;  he  gives  me  length  of  days : 

With  wreaths  of  grace  he  crowns  my  conqu’ring  brows ; 
And  I his  Temples  with  a crown  of  Praife, 

Which  he  accepts  an  ev’rlafting  fign, 

Tfut  I my  bed  beloveds  arn ; that  he  is  mine. 

Sc  AUGUST 

\ i ' i 
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S.  AUGUST.  Manu.  cap.  24. 


0 my  foul  Jlampt  with  the  image  nf  thy  God \ love  him  of 
whom  thou  art  fo  much  beloved:  bend  to  him  that  bowethto 
| thee9feek  him  that  feeketh  thee  : Love  the  lover , bywhofe 
1 love  thou  art  prevented^  begin  the  caufe  of  thy  love  : Be  care- 
ful with  thofe  that  are  careful , want  with  thofe  that  want ; 
be  clean  with  the  clean , and  holy  with  the  holy  : Chaofe  this 
j friend  above  all  friends , who  when  all  are  taken  away9  re - 
maineth  only  faithful  to  thee  : In  the  day  of  thy  burial , when 
all  leave  thee 3 he  will  not  deceive  thec^hut  defend  thee  from 
the  roaring  Lions  prepared  for  their  prey . 


EPIG.  8. 

Sing,  Hymen,  to  my  foul  : What?  loft  and  found  ; 
Welcom’d,  efpous’d,  enjoy’d  fo  foon  tnd  crown’d! 
He  did  but  climb  the  Crofs,  and  then  came  down 
To  th’  gates  of  hell  $ triumph’d  and  fetch’d  a Crown. 
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IV, 

CANTICLES  7.  10. 

I am  my  Beloveds , and  his  dejire  is  towards 
me, 

1 

I 

Like  to  the  Artick  needle,  that  doth  guide 
The  wandring  (hade  by  his  magnetick  pow’r* 

And  leaves  his  filken  Gnomon  to  decide 
j!  The  queftion  of  the  controverted  hour, 

Firft  franticks  up  and  down,  from  fide  to  fide 
And  refllefs  beats  his  cryftal’d  IvTy  cafe, 

With  vain  impatience ; jets  from  place  to  place* 
And  feeks  the  bofom  of  his  frozen  bride, 

At  length  he  flacks  his  motion,  and  doth  reft 
! His  trembling  point  at  his  bright  Poles  beloved  breaft* 

\ 2 

\ - , 

Ev’n  fo  my  foul,  being  hurried  here  and  there* 

By  ev’ry  objeft  that  prefents  delight. 

Fain  would  be  fettled,  but  fhe  knows  not  where; 

She  likes  at  morning  what  fhe  loaths  at  night  ; 

She  bows  to  honour ; then  fhe  lends  an  ear 

To  that  fweer  fwan-like  voice  of  dying  pleafure. 
Then  tumbles  in  the  fcatter’d  heaps  of  treafure; 
Now  flatter’d  with  falfe  hope ; now  foyl’d  with  fear; 

Thus  finding  all  the  worlds  delight  to  be 
But  empty  toys,  good  God,  fhe  points  alone  to  thee. 

m 
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But  hath  the  virtued  Heel  a power  to  move  ? 

Or  can  the  untouch’d  needle  point  aright; 

Or  can  my  wandring  thoughts  forbear  to  rove. 
Unguided  by  the  vertue  of  thy  fp’rit  ? 

O hath  my  leaden  foul  the  art  t*  improve 
Her  wafted  talent,  and  unrais’d,  afpire 
In  this  fad  moulting  time  of  her  delire  }. 

Not  firft  belov’d  have  I the  power  to  love-, 

I cannot  ftir,  but  as  thou  pleafe  to  move  me, 

Nor  can  my  heart  return  thee  love,  until  thou  love  me 


4 

The  ftill  commandrefs  of  the  filent  night 

Borrows  her  beams  from  her  bright  brothers  eye; 
His  fair  afpeft  fills  her  fharp  horns  with  light, 

If  he  withdraw  her  flames  are  quench’d  and  die; 
fev’n  fo  the  beams  of  her  enlightnirig  fp  rit 
Infus’d  and  (hot  into  my  dark  defire, 

Inflame  ^iy  thoughts  and  fill  my  foul  with  fire, 
That  I am  ravifh’d  with  a new  delight-, 

But  if  thou  (hroud  thy  face,  my  glory  fades, 
And  I remain  a Notling^  all  compos'd  of  (hades. 


> 

Eternal  God ! O thou  that  only  aft 
The  facred  Fountain  of  eternal  light. 

And  bleffed  Load-ftone  of  my  better  part, 

O thou  my  hearts  defire,  my  fouls  delight, 

Kefleft  my  foul,  and  touch  my  heart,  2 

And  then  my  heart  (hall  prize  no  good  above  the* 
And  then  my  foul  (hall  know  thee^kno  wing, love  the 
And  then  my  trembling  thoughts  fhall  never  flare 
From  thy  commands,  or  fwerve  the  leaft  degre 
Or  once  prefume  to  move,  but  as  they  move  in  thee. 

S,  All  G ll  Si 
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S.  AUGUST,  Med,  cap,  2jv 

If  Man  can  love  man  with  fo  entire  affefiion,  that  the  one 
can  fcarce  brook  the  others  abfer.ce  * if  a bride  can  be  joined 
toher  bridegroom  with  fo  great  an  ardency  of  mind,  that  for 
the  extremity  of  love  fhe  can  enjoy  no  reft , nor  fuffer  hit 
ab fence  without  great  anxiety , with  what  affeflion , with 
what  fervency  ought  the  foul  whom  thou  haft  efpoufed  by  faith 
and  companion.,  to  love  thee  her  true  God , and  glorious  bride - 
groom? 

' ' ■ : : 
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py  foul,  thy  love  is  dear : T was  thought  a good 
And  eafie  pen’worth  ot  thy  Saviours  blood  : 
jPut  be  not  proud;  All  matters  rightly  fcann’d, 
fTwas  over- bought ; ’Tvvas  fold  at  fecond  hand. 
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V, 


CANTICLES  5.  6. 

IK  b • • ' ' , 

’ 

My  Soul  melted  whiVjl  my  Beloved  Jpake. 

T Ord,  has  the  feeble  voice  of  fiefh  and  blood 
L The  power  to  work  thine  ears  into  a flood 
Of mthed  mercy?  or  theftrength  t’unlock 
The  gates  of  Heav’n*  and  to  diffolve  a rock 
Of  marble  clouds  into  a morning  fhow’r? 

Or  hath  the  breath  of  whining  duft  the  pow’r 
jjlTo  flop  or  fnatcli  a falling  Thunder,  bolt 
From  thy  fierce  hand,  and  make  thy  hand  revolt 
From  refolute  confufion,  and  inftead 
uf  vials,  pour  full  bleffings  on  our  head  ? 

Or  (hall  the  wants  of  fatniftfd  Ravens  cry. 

And  move  thy  mercy  to  a quick  fupply  ? 

Or  fnall  the  filent  fuics  of  drooping  flpvv’rs,  .j 
Woo  thee  for  drops,  and  be  refrefh’d  with  fhow’rs  i 
Alas,  what  marvel  then,  great  God,  what  wonder 
If  thy  helhrouzing  voice,  that  fplks  in  funder 
The  brazen  portals  of  eternal  death ; 

What  number  if  that  lifereftoring  breath 
Which  dragged  me  from  the  infernal  (hades  of  night, 
Should  melt  my  ravifh'd  foul  with  o’er-delight  ? 

0 can  my  frozen  gutters  choofe  but  run, 

[That  feel  the  warmth  of  fucli  a glorious  Sun  ? 

Kethinks  his  language  like  a flaming  arrow 
oth  pierce  my  bones?  and  melts  their  wounded  marrow-, 
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Thy  flames,  O Cupid  (though  the  joyful  heart 
Feels  neither  tang  of  grief,  nor  fears  the  fmart 
Of  jealous  doubts,  but  drunk  with  full  defires) 

Are  torments,  weigh’d  with  thefe  celeftial  fires*, 
Pleafures  that  ravifh  in  fo  high  a meafure, 

That  O I languifh  in  excefs  of  pleafure  : 

What  ravifh’d  heart  that  feels  thefe  melting  joys. 
Would  not  defpiie  and  loath  the  treachYous  toys 
Of  dunghil  earth  ? What  foul  would  not  be  proud 
Of  wry-mouth’d  fcorns,  the  worft  that  flelh  and  blood 
Had  rancour  to  devife?  Who  would  not  bear 
The  world’s  derifion  with  a thankful  ear  ? 

*What  palate  would  refufe  full  bowls  of  fpight. 

To  gain  a minutes  tafie  of  fuch  delight  ? 

Great  fpring  of  light,  in  whom  there  is  no  fhade 
But  what  my  interpofed  fins  have  made. 

Whofe  marrow-melting  fires  admit  no  fcreen 
But  what  my  own  rebellions  put  between 
Their  precious  flamesand  my  obdurate  ear? 

Difperfe  this  plague-diftilling  cloud,  and  clear 
My  mungy  foul  into  a glorious  day: 

Tranfplant  this  fcreen,  remove  this  bar  away. 

Then,  then  my  fluent  foul  fhall  feel  the  fires  * 

Of  thy  fweet  voice,  and  my  diffolv’d  defires 
Shall  turn  a fovYeign  balfam,  to  make  whole 
Thefe  wounds  my  fins  infMed  on  thy  foul. 
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S,  AUGUST*  Soliloq.  cap.  34, 

What  fire  is  this  that  fo  war  met  h rny  heart  ? What  light  k 
thk  that  fo  enlightneth  my  foul  ? 0 fire , that  always  burneth 9 
and  never  goes  out,  kindle  me : 0 light, which  ever  jh'mefl,  and 
art  never  darkned , illuminate  me  : 0 that  I had  my  heat 
from  tbee,mofl  holy  fire  ; How  fweetly  do  ft  thou  burn?  How 
fecretly  doji  thou  jhine  ? How  defiredly  doji  thou  inflame  me  / 

BONAVENT.  Stim.  amorls,  cap.  8e 

It  maketh  God  man,  and  man  God-,  things  temporal,  eter- 
nal-, mortal , immortal-,  it  maketh  an  enemy,  a friend-,  a 
fervant,  a Cm-,  vile  things , glorious  ; cold  hearts,  fiery  ; 
and  hard  things , liquid . , 


* 


EPIG.  i. 

My  foul,  thy  gold  is  true,  but  full  of  droits; 

Thy  Saviours  breath  refines  thee  with  fome  lofs  % 
His  gentle  furnace  makes  thee  pure  as  true; 

Thou  muft  be  melted  e'er  th’arc  cafl  anew® 

S 2 
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VI.  ' , 

PSALM  73.  25. 

Whom  have  I in  Heaven  but  thee  ? and  what 
defire  1 on  earth  in  refpeft  of  thee? 

$ 

I Love  (and  have  Lome  caufe  to  love)  the  earth  : 

She  is  my  Makers  creature;  therefore  good: 

She  is  my  Mother,  for  fhe  gave  me  birth; 

She  is  my  tender  Nurfe ; fhe  gives  me  food  ; 

But  what’s  a Creature,  Lord,  compar’d  with  thee  ? 

Or  what’s  my  Mother,  or  my  Nurfe  to  me  i 

'*  t ■ * 

' ' % 

I love  the  Air,  her  dainty  fweets  refrefh 
My  drooping  foul,  and  to  new  fweets  invite  me  ; 

Her  fhrill-mouth’d  Choire  fuflain  me  with  their  flefl^ 
And  with  their  Polyphonian  notes  delight  me  : 

But  what’s  the  Air,  or  all  the  fweets,  that  fhe 
Can  blefs  my  foul  withal,  compar’d  to  thee  \ 

3 

I love  the  Sea : She  is  my  fellow-Creature, 

My  careful  purveyour ; fhe  provides  me  ftore  : 

$he  walls  me  round;  fhe  makes  my  diet  greater  % 

She  wafts  my  treafure  from  a foreign  fhore  : 

But,  Lord  of  Oceans,  when  compar’d  with  thee, 
WJiat  is  the  Ocean,  or  her  wealth  to  me  l 

‘ .■  i • ; 

S 5 To 
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To  heav’ns  high  city  I direct  my  journey, 

Whofe  fpangled  fuburbs  entertain  mine  eye; 

Mine  eye,  by  contemplations  great  Attorney, 
Tranfcends  the  cryftai  pavement  of  the  skie : 

But  what  is  Beav’n,  great  God,  compar’d  to  Thee? 
Without  thy  prefence  Heav’n’s  no  Heav’n  to  me, 

5 

Without  thy  prefence  Earth  gives  no  refeTion  ; 
Without  thy  prefence  Sea  affords  no  treafure; 

Without  thy  prefence  Air’s  a rank  infe&ion  ; 

Without  thy  prefence  Heav’n  it  felt’s  no  pleafure; 

If  not  poffefs’d,  if  not  enjoy’d  in  thee, 

What’s  Earth,  or  Sea,  or  Air,  or  Heav’n  to  me  ? 

. . . ,:v 

The  higheft  honour  that  the  world  can  boaft, 

Are  fubje&s  far  too  low  for  my  defire; 

The  brightefl  beams  of  glory  are  (at  mofl) 

But  dying  fparkles  of  thy  living  fire  : 

Hie  proudefl  flames  that  earth  can  kindle,  be 
But  nightly  Gloe- worms  if  compar’d  to  thee. 

7 

Without  thy  prefence.  Wealth  are  bags  of  cares ; 
Wifdom,  but  folly;  joy,difquiet  fadnefs: 

Friendlhip  is  treason,  and  Delights  are  fnares; 
Fleafures  b at  pain,  and  Mirth  but  pleafing  madnefs : 
Without  dice,  Lord,  things  be  not  what  they  be. 
Hot  have  their  being,  whep  compar’d  with  thee/ 

8 

In  having  all  things,  and  not  thee,  what  have  I? 

Not  haying  thee,  what  have  my  labours  got  ? 
let  mft  enjoy  but  thee  what  farther  crave  I? 

And  having  thee  alone,  what  have  I not? 

I wifh  nor  Sea,  nor  Land;  nor  would  I be 
PoiTefl  of  Heav’n,  Heav’n  unpoffeft  of  thee* 

B O N A V. 
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BONA  VENT,  Soliloqu.  Cap.  1. 

Alas  J My  God,  now  I under  ft  and  (but  bluft)  to  confe/s ) 
that  the  beauty  oj  thy  Creatures  hath  deceived  mine  eyes , and 
I have  not  obferved  that  thou  art  more  amiable  than  all  the 
Creatures  $ to  which  thou  haft  communicated  but  one  drop  of 
thy  ineflimable  beauty  s For  who  hath  adorned  the  Heavens 
with  ftars ? Who  hath  ft  or  ed  the  air  with  fowl,  the  waters 
with  fifb,  the  earth  with  plants  and  flowers  ? But  what  arg 
! all  thefe  but  a [mall  [park  of  divine  beauty. 

S.  CHRYS,  Horn.  5.  in  Ep.  ad  Rom, 

In  having  nothing  I have  all  things , becaufe  I have  Chrift . 

||  Having  therefore  allthings  in  him , Ifeek  no  other  reward  j 
for  he  u the  unherfal  reward . 


l 
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Who  would  not  throw  his  better  though ts  about  him, 
And  fcorn  this  drofs  within  him , that  without  hin|  t 
Caftup  (my  foul)  thy  clearer  eye  ^ Behold, 
if  thou  be  fully  melted,  there’s  the  mold, 

' ' : 5 s 4 


Emblemes, 


572 


m 


Book  § 


Book  5.  Emblems.  27; 


VII. 


PSALM  120.  5. 

I , V ! 

Woe  is  me,  that  / remain  in  JSlefheck^  and 
dwell  in  the  tents  of  Kedar  ! 

IS  Natures  courfe  diffolv’d?  doth  times  glafs  Hand  i 
Or  Hath  fome  frolick  heart  fet  back  the  hand 
i Of  Fates  perpetual  Clock  ? WilPc  never  ftrike  i 
Is  crazy  Time  grown  lazy,  faint  or  fick, 

| With  very  Age  ? Or  hath  that  great  Pair-royal 
Of  Adamantine  lifters  late  made  trial 
i Of  fome  new  trade  ? Shall  mortal  hearts  grow  old 
In  forrrow  ? fhall  my  weary  arms  infold, 

|j  And  under-prop  my  panting  hdes  for  ever  ? 

Is  there  no  charitable  hand  will  fever 
My  well-fpun  thred,  that  my  imprifon’d  foul 
I1  May  be  deliver’d  from  this  dull  dark  hole 
Of  dungeon  flefh  ? O fhall  I,  (hall  I never 
Be  ranfom’d,  but  remain  a flave  for  ever  ? 

It  is  the  lot  of  man  but  ouce  to  die, 

But  e’er  that  death,  how  many  deaths  have  I ? 

1 What  humane  madnefs  makes  the  world  afraid 
To  entertain  heav’ns  joys,  becaufe  convey'd 
By  th’  hand  of  death  ? Will  nakednefs  refufe 
Rich  change  of  Robes,  becaufe  the  man’s  nor  fpruce 
I That  brought  them  ? Or  will  poverty  fend  back 
[ Full  bags  of  gold,  becaufe  the  bringer’s  black? 
i Life  is  a bubble,  blown  with  whining  breaths, 

I Fill’d  with  the  torment  ot  a thoufand  deaths; 
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Which  being  prick'd  by  death  (while  death  deprive; 
One  life)  prefents  the  foul  a thoufand  lives  : 

O frantick  mortal*  how  hath  earth  bewitch’d 
Thy  bedlam  foul,  which  hath  fo  fondly  pitch’d 
Upon  her  falfe  delights!  Delights  that  ceafe 
Before  enjoyment  finds  a time  to  pleafe : 

Her  fickle  joys  breed  doubtful  fears  $ her  fears 
Bring  hopeful  griefs*,  her  griefs  weep  fearful  tears! 
Tears coyn  deceitful  hopes*,  hopes  careful  doubt, 

And  furly  paffion  jufiles  paffion  out: 

To  day  we  pamper  with  a full  repaft 
Of  lavifh  mirth,  at  night  we  weep  as  faff: 

To  night  we  fwim  in  wealth,  and  lend*,  to  morrow,  ] 
We  fink  in  want,  and  find  no  friend  to  borrow. 

In  what  a climate  doth  my  foul  refide  ? 

Where  pale- fac’d  murther,  the  firft  born  of  pride, 
Sets  up  her  kingdom  in  the  very  fmiles, 

And  plighted  faiths  of  men  like  Crocodiles! 

A land,  where  each  embroyd’red  fattin  word 
Is  lin’d  with  frauds  where  Mars  his  lawlefs  fword 
Exiles  Aftraa's  balance  ^ where  that  hand 
Now  flays  his  brother,  that  new  fow’d  his  land  ^ 

O that  my  days  of  bondage  would  expire 
In  this  lewd  foyl ! Lord,  how  my  foul’s  on  fire 
To  be  diffolv’d,  that  I might  once  obtain 
Thofe  long’d  for  joys,  long’d  for  fo  oft  in  vain! 

If  MofesAlkc  I may  not  live  poffefl 

Of  his  fair  land  , Lord,  let  me  fee’s  at  leafL 
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S.  AUGUST.  Soliloqu.  cap.  12. 

My  life  is  a frail  life-,  a corruptible  life ; atife,  which  the 
more  it  hcrcafethjhe  more  it  decreafeth  :The farther  it  goeth y 
the  nearer  it  cometh  to  death.  , A deceitful  life , and  like  a 
floadowfull  of  the  fnares  of  death  : Now  I rejoycs , now  I lan - 
gu  (f),riow  I flourifh , mw  infirm, now  1 live, and  ilraight  I die  5 
/ /ee/fl  happy, always  miferable  no  w 1 laugh,now  I weep  : 
Thus  all  things  a e fubjeft  to  mutability , that  nothing  conti- 
nueth  an  hour  in  one  eflate  : 0 joy  above  joy,  exceedirg  all 
joy  without  which  there  is  no  joy , when  fhall  I enter  into  thee ? 
that  l may  fee  my  Qod  that  dwelleth  in  thee  ? 


ri 


Hr 
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ft 
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I EPlG,  7. 

Art  thou  fo  weak  ? O canfl  thou  not  digeft 
An  hour  of  travel  for  a night  ot  reft? 

I Chear  up  my  foul.  Call  home  thy  fp’rits,  and  bear 
) One  bad  good-fridav,  full  mouth  d Eafter’s  near. 
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VIII. 


R O M.  7.  24. 

0 wretched  man  that  I am  ! who  fhaU  de- 
liver me  from  the  body  of  this  death  # 

BEhold  thy  darling,  which  thy  Iudful  care; 

Pampers,  for  which  thy  redlefs  thoughts  prepare 
Such  early  cares  $ for  whom  thy  bubbling  brow 
So  often  fweats,  and  bankrupt  eyes  do  owe 
Such  midnight  fcoresto  nature,  for  whofe  fake 
Bafe  earth  is  fainted,  the  infernal  lake 
Unfear’d,  the  Crown  of  glory  poorly  rated  : 

Thy  God  neglefted,  and  thy  brother  hated 
Behold  thy  darling,  whom  thy  foul  affefts 
( So  dearly  j whom  thy  fond  indulgence  decks 
And  puppets  up  in  foft,  in  filken  weeds : 

’Behold  the  darling,  whom  thy  fondnefs  feeds 
I With  far-fetch’d  delicates,  the  dear  bought  gains 
I Of  ill-fpent  time,  the  price  of  half  my  pains : 
j Behold  thy  darling,  who,  when  clad  by  thee. 

Derides  thy  nakednefs  \ and  when  mod  free. 

Proclaims  her  lover  flave*,  and  being  fed 
I Mod  full,  then  drikesth’  indulgent  feeder  dead* 

What  mean’ll:  thou  thus,  my  poor  deluded  foul. 

To  love  fo  fondly  ? Can  the  burning  coal 
Of  thy  affe&ion  lad  without  the  fuel 
Of  counter*  love  *,  Is  thy  compeer  fo  cruel, 

S And  thou  fo  kind,  to  love  unlov’d  again  ? 

Cand  thou  fow  favours,  and  thus  reap  difdain  ? 
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Remember,  O remember  thou  arc  born 
Of  royal  blood  ; remember  chou  arc  fworn 
A.  Maid  of  Honour  in  die  Court  of  Heaven  ; 

Remember  what  a cofily  price  was  given 
To  ranfome  chee  from  flav’ry  chou  were  in: 

And  wilt  chou  now,  my  foul,  turn  flave  again? 

The  Son  and  Heir  to  Heav’n’s  Tri-une  j E H O VE 
Would  fain  become  a fucer  for  thy  love, 

And  offers  for  phy  dow’r  his  fathers  Throne, 

To  fit  for  Seraphims  to  gaze  upon; 

He’ll  give  thee  Honour,  Pleafure,  Wealthy  and  Things; 
T ranfeending  far  the  Majefty  of  Kings : 

And  wilt  thou  proffrate  to  the  odious  charms 
Of  this  bafe  feuliion  ? Shall  his  hollow  arms 
Hug  thy  foft  fides  ? Shall  thefe  courfe  hands  unde 
The  facred  Zone  of  thy  virginity  ? 

For  fhame  degen’rous  foul,  let  thy  defire 
Be  quickried  up  with  more  heroick  fire  ? 

Be  wifely  proud,  let  thy  ambitious  eye 
Read  nobler  objeds *,  let  thy  thoughts  defie 
Such  am’rous  bafenefs;  let  thy  foul  difdaia 
Th’ignoble  profers  of  fo  bafe  a fwaine; 

Or  if  thy  vows  be  part,  and  Hymens  bands 
Have  ceremonied  your  unequal  hands. 

Annul,  at  leaft  avoid,  thy  lawlefsad 
With  inefficiency,  or  precontrad : 

Or  if  the  ad  be  good,  yet  maift  thou  plead 
A fecond  freedom;  or  the  flefil  is  dead„ 
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How  I am  joyn'd  to  this  body  1 know  not ; which  when  it  is 
healthful , provokethme  to  war 5 and  being  damaged  by  war , 
affe&eth  me  with  grief  \ which  I both  love  as  a fellow  fervant9 
and  hate  as  an  utter  enemy  : It  k a pie af ant  foe , and  a per- 
fidious friend.  Oftrange  conjun&ion  and  alienation  : What  I 
fear  I embrace , and  what  I love  I am  afraid  of?  before  I 
make  war , I am  reconciled ; before  1 enjoy  peace  I am  at 
variance* 


EPIG.  8. 

What  need  that  houfe  be  daub’d  with  flefh  and  blood  ? 
Hang’d  round  with  filks  and  gold?  repair’d  with  food? 
Coft  idly  fpenc ! That  coffc  doth  but  prolong 
f Thy  thraldome*  Fool,  rhou  mak'fl  thy  jail  too  ftrong. 
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IX. 

PHILIPPI ANS  1.  23. 

1 I , 

lamina  Jlraight  between  two  : having  a de- 

fire  to  be  dijfolved , and  to  be  with  Chrifl. 

[ 

I 

WHat  meant  our  careful  parents  fo  to  wear. 

And  lavifhf  out  their  ill  extended  hours, 

To  purchafe  for  us  large  poffeflions  here, 

Which  (though  unpurchas’d)  are  too  truly  ours? 
What  meant  they,  ah,  what  meant  they  to  endure 
Such  loads  of  ncedlefs  labour  to  procure 
And  make  that  thing  our  own  which  was  our  own  too  fure? 

2 

What  mean  thefe  liv’ries  and  poffefllve  keys  ? 

What  mean  thefe  bargains,  and  thefe  fteedlefs  fales  ? 
What  need  thefe  jealous,  thefe  fufpicidus  ways 
Of  law-devis’d,  and  law-difloVd  entails  ? 

No  need  to  fweat  for  gold,  wherewith  to  bu$ 
fa  tes  of  high-priz’d  land;  no  need  to  tie 
Earth  to  their  heirs, were  they  but  clogg’d  with  earth  as  U 

I # 3 

O were  their  fouls  but  ciogg’d  with  earth,  as  F, 

They  would  not  purchace  with  fo  fait  an  itch. 

They  would  not  take  of  alms,  what  now  they  buy; 

Nor  call  him  happy,  whom  the  world  counts  rich ; 
They  would  not  take  fuch  pains,proje£t  and  prog. 
To  charge  theirJhoulders  with  fo  great  a log: 

Who  hath  the  greater  lands,  hath  but  the  greater  clog, 

1 ; • t ' 1 
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I cannot  do  an  aft  which  earth  difdains ; 

I cannot  think  a thought  which  earth  corrupts  not y I 
I cannot  fpeak  a word  which  earth  profanes  not  y 
I cannot  make  a vow  earth  interprets  not : 

If  I but  offer  up  an  early  groan, 

Or  fpread  my  wings  to  Heaven’s  Jong-lqng’d  for  throne, 
She  darkens  my  complaints,  and  draggs  my  offring  down.} 


Ev’n  like  the  hawk,  (whole  keepers  wary  hands 
Have  made  a pris’ner  to  her  wethering  flock) 
Forgetting  quite  the  pow’r  of  her  faft  bands. 

Makes  a rank  bate  from  her  forfaken  block. 

Bur  her  too  faithful  leafh  doth  loon  retain, 

Her  broken  flight,  attempted  oft  in  vain y 
It  gives  her  loins  a twitch,  and  tugs  her  back  again. 

6 

So,  when  my  foul  directs  her  better  eye 

To  Heav  ns  bright  Palace  (where  my  treafure  lies) 

I fpread  my  willing  wings,  but  cannot  fly, 

Earth  hales  me  down,  I cannot,  cannot  rife  : 

When  l but  ffrive  to  mount  the  leaf!  degree. 

Earth  gives  a jerk,  and  foils  me  on  my  knee^ 

Lord,  how  my  foul  is  rack’d  betwixt  the  world  and  thee! 

2 

Great  God,  I fpread  my  feeble  wings  in  vain  y 
In  vain  I offer  my  extended  hands: 

I cannot  mount  till  thou  unlink  my  chains : 

I cannot  come  till  thou  releafe  my  bands : 

Which  if  thou  pleafe  tp  break,  and  then  fupply  || 
My  wings  with  fpirit,  th’  Eagle  fhall  not  fiie 
A pitch  that’s  half  lo  fair,  nor  half  fo  fwife  as  I. 
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BONAVENT.  Soliloq.  C ap.  1 . 

Ah  fweet  Jefitt,  pierce  the  marrow  of  my  foul  with  the 
healthful  (hafts  of  thy  lovejhat  it  may  truly  burn  and  melt  and 
langutfh  with  the  only  defire  of  thee-,  that  it  may  defire  to  be 
diffolved , and  to  be  with  thee  : Let  it  hunger  alone  for  the 
bread  of  life  : Let  it  thirft  after  thee , the  fpring  and  fountain 
of  eternal  light,  theftream  of  true  pleafure : let  it  always, 
defire  thee  j feek  thte,  and  find  thee,  andfweetly  reft  in  thee „ 


EPIG,  4. 

What  will  thy  fhackles  neither  loofe  nor  break; 
Are  they  too  ftrong,  or  is  thy  arm  too  weak  ? 
Art  will  prevail  where  knotty  flrength  denies  3 
foul,  there's  Aqua  fortis  in  thine  eyes, 
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X. 

f ' . I l 

P S AL.  142.  7. 

Hf  . - 1 V - . 

Bring  my  foul  out  ofprifon , fAzf  I may  pralje 
thy  Name. 


MY  Soul  is  like  a Bird,  my  flelh  the  cage. 
Wherein  fhe  wears  her  weary  pilgrimage 
Of  hours,  as  few  as  evil,  daily  fed 
With  facred  Wine,  and  Sacramental  Bread ; 

The  keys  that  lock  her  in  and  let  her  out. 

Are  Birth  and  Death ; ’twist  both  (he  hops  about 
From  pearch  to  pearch,  from  fenfe  to  reafon ; then 
From  higher  reafon  down  to  fenfe  again  : 

From  fenfe  (he  climbs  to  Faith  ; where  for  a feafon 


She  fits  and  fings;  then  down  again  to  reafon  : 

From  reafon  back  to  faith,  and  (f  reight  from  thence 
She  rudely  flutters  to  the  perch  of  fenfe: 

From  fenfe  to  hope;  then  hops  from  hope  to  doubt. 
From  doubt  to  dull  defpair;  their  feeks  about 
For  defp’rate  freedom,  and  at  ev’ry  grate, 

She  wildly  thrufis,  and  begs  th’  untimely  date 

Of  th’  unexpired  thraldom,  to  releafe 

Th’  afflifted  captive,  that  can  find  no  peace. 

Thus  am  I coop’d  within  this  ftefilly  cage 
I wear  my  youth,  and  waff  my  weary  age. 

Spending  that  breath  which  was  ordain’d  to  chaunt 
Heav’ns  praifes  forth,  in  fighs,  and  fad  complaint: 
Whilft  happier  birds  can  fpread  their  nimble  wing 
From  Ihrubs  to  Cedars,  and  there  chirp  and  fing. 
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In  choice  of  raptures,  harmonious  ftory 
Of  mans  Redemption,  and  his  Makers  glory  : 

You  glorious  Martyrs,  you  illuflrious  ftoops, 

That  once  were  doyfter’d  in  your  flefhly  coops 
As  fa  ft  as  I,  what  rhet’rick  had  your  tongues? 
What  dextrous  Art  had  your  Elegiac  fongs? 

What  Pd/, 'Mike  powT  had  your  admir’d  devotion  ? 
What  Heckle-breaking  faith  infus’d  fuch  motion 
To  your  ftrong  prayer,  that  could  obtain  the  boon 
To  be  enlarg’d  *,  to  be  uncag  d fo  foon  ? 

What  I,  poor  I,  can  fing  my  daily  tears, 

Grown  old  in  bondage,  and  can  find  no  ears  : 

You  great  partakers  of  eternal  glory, 

That  with  your  Heav’n-prevailing  Oratory, 

Releas'd  your  fouls  from  your  terreflrial  cage, 
Permit  the  pafTion  of  rny  holy  rage 
To  recommend  my  forrows,  dearly  known 
To  you,  in  days  of  old,  and  once  your  own. 

To  your  bed  thoughts,  (but  ohT  doth  not  befit  ye 
To  move  your  pray’rs ; you  love  joy  not  pity:) 
Great  lord  of  fouls  to  whom  (hould  pris’ners  fly  5 
But  thee  ? Thou  hadft  a cage  as  well  as  1 $ 

And  for  my  fake,  thy  pleafure  was  to  know 
The  forrows  that  it  brought,  and  felfft  them  too: 
O fet  me  free,  and  I will  fpend  thofe  days, 

Which  now  I wade  in  beggings  in  thy  praife0 
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A N S E L M.  in  Protolog.  cap.  x. 

0 miferabk  condition  of  mankind,  that  has  loft  that  for 
which  he  was  created  ! Atas,  what  hath  he  loft  ? And  what 
hath  he  found  t He  hath  lofl  happmefs  for  which  he  was  made , 
and  found  mifery  for  which  he  was  not  made : What  is  gone  ? 
And  what  U lift  ? That  thing  is  gone, without  which  he  is  un- 
happy. That  thing  is  left  by  which  he  is  miferable  ; 0 wret- 
ched men  ! From  whence  are  we  expelled  ? To  what  are  we 
impelled ? Whence  are  we  thrown  ? And  whither  are  we 
hurried?  From  our  home  into  bani foment  \ from  the  fight  of 
God  into  our  own  blindnejs  ^ from  the  pleafure  of  immortality 
to  the  bitternefs  of  death  : Miferable  change  ! From  how 
great  a good , to  how  great  an  evil  ? Ah  me , what  have  I 
enterprifed  ? ivhat  have  I done  ? Whither  did  I go  ? Wfhir 
ther  am  I, come? 


EPIC,  to, 

Paul's  midnight  voice  prevail’d \ his  muficks  thunder 
Unhing’d  the  prifon.doors,  fplit  bolts  in  funder  : 

And  (itt’ft  thou  here,  and  hang’ft  the  feeble  wing  i 
And  vyhin’fi  to  be  enlarg'd  ? Soul,  learn  to  fing, 
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As  the  Uartpanteth  after  the  waterhrceh 
So  % ante  th  my  Joule  after  thee  0 Lord. 
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XI. 


PSALM  24.  2. 

As  the  Heart  pant eth  after  the  water-brooks , 
fo  panteth  my  foul  after  thee , 0 God. 


HOw  fhall  my  tongue  exprefs  that  hallow’d  fire 

Which  Hcav’n  hath  kindled  in  my  raviftfd  heart s' 
What  mufe  fhall  I invoke,  that  will  infpire 
My  lowly  quill  to  act  a lofty  part! 

What  Art  (hall  I devife  t’  exprefs  defire. 

Too  intricate  to  be  exprefs’d  by  Art ! 

Let  all  the  Nine  be  filent;  I refufe 
Their  aid  in  this  high  task,  for  they  abufe 
The  flames  of  love  too  much : Aififl  me,  David's  Mufe* 


Not  a$  the  thirfty  foil  defires  foft  (how’rs 
To  quicken  and  refirefh  her  Embryon  grain  j 
Nor  as  the  drooping  crefts  of  fading  flow’rs  * 
Requefls  the  bounty  of  a morning  rain, 

I Do  I defire  my  God : Thefe  in  few  hours, 

Re-wifh  what  late  their  wifhes  did  obtain, 

But  as  the  fwift-fooc  hart  doth  wounded  fly 
To  th*  much  defired  fireams,  even  fo  do  I 
Fant  after  thee,  my  God,  whom  I muff  find,  or  die. 


Before 
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Before  a pack  of  deep  mouth’d  lufls  I flee  * I 

O,  they  have  Tingled  out  tny  panting  heart, 

And  wanton  Cuptd^  fitting  in  a tree, 

Hath  pierc’d  my  bofom  with  a flaming  dart* 

My  foul  being  fpent,  for  refuge  feeks  to  thee. 

But  cannot  find  where  thou  my  refuge  art: 

Like  as  the  fwift-fooc  Hart  doth  wounded  fly  : 

To  the  de fired  dreams,  ev’n  To  do  l [ 
pant  afterv  thee,  my  God,  whom  I mud  find,  or  die. 

7 

4 

At  length  by  flight,  I over* went  the  pack  * 

Thou  drew2/!  the  wanton  dart  from  out  my  wound  * 
The  blood  that  follow’d,  left  a purple  track, 

Which  brought  a Serpent,  but  in  fhape  a Hound  ; 
We  drove,  he  bit  me  * but  thou  brak’d  his  back, 

I left  him  grovling  on  th’  envenom’d  ground  * 

But  as  the  Serpent  bitten  Hart  doth  fly 
To  the  long-long  d for  dreams,  ev’n  fo  did  l 
Pant  after  thee,  my  God,  whom  I mud  find,  or  die. 

5 

If  Luft  ihould  chafe  my  foul,  made  fwift  by  fright. 
Thou  art  the  dream,  whereto  my  foul  is  bound  : 

Or  if  a Jav’hn  wound  my  Tides  in  flight, 

Thou  art  the  Balfam  that  mud  cure  my  wound : 

If  poifon  chance  c’  infed  my  foul  in  fight, 

’ Thou  art  the  Treacle  that  mud  make  me  found: 

Ev’n  as  the  wounded  Hart,  embod,  dotli  fly 
To  th’  dreams  cxtreamly  long’d  for,  fo  do  I 
fans  after  thee,  my  God,  whom  I mud  find,  or  die.  1 
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S,  CYRIL,  lib.  5 . in  Joh.  cap.  10. 

0 precious  water  jvhich  q^encheth  the  my  fame  thirft  of  this 
wor  ld , fconreth  all  the  ftains  of  finners,  that  watereth  the 
earth  of  our  fouls  with  heavenly  fliowers,  and.  bringeth  back 
the  thirfty  heart  of  man  to  his  only  God! 

j S.  AUGUST.  Soliloq.  3*. 

0 fountain  of  life , and  vein  of  living  waters , when  (JjaU 
J leave  this  foriaken,  impajJUble , and  dry  earthy  and  tafte  the 
waters  of  thy  fweetnefs , that  I may  behold  thy  virtue  and  thy 
glory , and  (lack  my  thirft  with  the  ftreams  of  thy  mercy ; 
JLor.f  I thirft . Thou  art  the  fprmg  of  life , fatisfie  me  • I 
thirft  Lord , 1 thirft  after  thee  the  living  God  ! 


/ 


E P i G.  i r. 

The  arrow  fmitten  Harr,  deep  wounded,  flies 
To  th5  fprings  with  water  in  his  weeping  eyes : 
Heav’n  is  thy  fpring;  ifSatans  fiery  dart 
jPierpe  thy  faint  fides:  Do  fo,  my  wounded  Heart* 
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PSALM  42.  2# 

When l hall  I come  and  appear  before  God  § 

WHat  is  my  foul  the  better  to  be  tin’d 

With  holy  fire  ? What  boots  it  to  be  coyn’d 
With  Heaven’s  own  (lamp  ? What  vantage  can  there  be 
To  fouls  of  Heav’n-defcended  pedigree. 

Wore  than  to  beads  that  grovel  ? Are  not  they 
Fed  by  th’  Almighties  hand  ? And  ev’ry  day. 

Fill’d  with  his  bleflings  too  ? Do  they  not  fee 
God  in  his  Creatures,  as  direft  as  we  ? 

Do  they  not  tafle  thee  ? Hear  thee  ? Nay,  what  fenfe 
Is  not  partaker  of  thine  Excellence  ? 
ii  What  more  do  we?  Alas,  what  ferves  ourreafon, 

But,  like  dark-lanthorns,  to  accomplifh  treafon 
! With  greater  clofenefs?  It  affords  no  light, 

Brings  thee  no  nearer  to  our  pur-blind  fight : 

No  pleafure  rifes  up  the  lead  degree. 

Great  God,  but  in  the  clearer-view  of  thee : 

What  privilege  more  than  fenfe  hath  realon  then  ? 
What  vantage  is  it  to  be  born  a man  ? 

How  often  hath  my  patience  built,  dear  Lord, 

Vain  towers  of  hope  upon  thy  gracious  Word? 

How  often  hath  thy  Hope- reviving  Grace 
Woo’d  my  fufpicious  eyes  to  feek  thy  face  ? 

How  often  have  I fought  thee  ? O how  long 
Hath  expectation  taught  my  perfect  tongue 
Repeated  pray’rs,  yet  pray’rs  could  ne'r  obtain; 

In  vain  I feek  thee,  and  I beg  in  vain: 

hr-'  3 ° 
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If  it  be  high  prefurnption  to  behold 

Thy  face,  why  didft  thou  make  mine  eyes  fo  bole! 

To  feek  it?  If  that  objeft,  be  too  bright 

For  mans  afpeft,  why  did  thy  lips  invite 

Mine  eye  t’  expert  it?  If  it  might  be  feen. 

Why  is  this  envious  curtain  drawn  between 
My  darkn’d  eye  and  it?  O tell  me,  why 
Thou  doft  command  the  thing  thou  doff  deny  ? 

Why  dofi  thou  give  me  fo  unpriz'd  a treafure, 

And  then  deny’ft  my  greedy  foul  the  pleafure 
To  view  my  gift  ? Alas,  that  gift  is  void. 

And  is  no  gift,  that  may  not  be  enjoy’d : 

If  thofe  refulgent  beams  of  Heavens  great  light 
Guild  not  the  day,  what  is  the  day  but  night  ? 

The  drowzy  fhepherd  fleeps,  flowers  droop  and  fade 
The  birds  are  fullen  and  the  beaft  is  fad : 

But  if  bright  Titan  dart  his  golden  ray, 

And,  with  his  riches  glorifie  the  day. 

The  jolly  fhepherd  pipes  ; flowers  frefhly  fpring; 
The  beads  grow  gamefome,  and  the  birds  they  fing. 
Thou  art  my  Sun,  great  God  : O when  fhall  I 
View  the  full  beams  of  thy  Meridian  eye  ? 

Braw,  draw  this  flefhly  curtain,  that  denies 
The  gracious  prefence  of  thy  glorious  eyes; 

Or  give  me  faith;  and  by  the  eye  of  grace, 

I fhall  behold  thee,  though  not  face  to  face. 
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S.  A U G U S TV  in  PfaL  39. 

Who  created  all  things  U better  than  all  things ; who  beau- 
tified ail  things  is  wore  beautiful  than  all  things : Who 
made  ftrenjh  is  ftronger  than  all  things  : Who  made  great 
things  is  greater  than  ail  things  : Whatfoevef  thou  love  ft  ^ 
he  is  that  to  thee  : Learn  to  love  the  workman  in  his  work, 
the  Creator  in  his  creature  : Let  not  that  which  was  made 
by  him  pojfefs  thee,  left  thou  lofe  him  by  whom  thy  felf  was 
made . 

S.  AUGUS  T.  Med.  cap.  37. 

0 thou  moft  fweet}  moft gracious,  rnoft  amiable,  moft  fair , 
when  fhall  I Jee  thee  ? When  ft) all  1 be  [atisfied  with  thy 
beauty  ? When  wilt  thou  lead  me  from  this  dark  dungeon, 
that  I may  confefs  thy  name. 


EPIG,  12. 

s How  arc  thou  (haded  Tn  this  veil  of  night, 
j Behind  thy  curtain  flefh?  Thou  feed  no  light, 

I But  what  thy  pride  doth  challenge  as  her  own; 
| Thy  flefh  is  high  : Soul  take  this  curtain  down3 
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PSALM  55.  6, 

0 that  I had  the  wings  of  a Dove , fir  then 
I would  file  away  and  be  at  reft* 


ANd  am  I fworn  a dunghii -flave  for  ever 

To  earth’s  bafe  drudg’ry  ? fhall  I never  find  , 

A night  of  reft?  (hall  my  Indentures  never 
Be  cancell’d  ? did  injurious  Nature  bind 
1 My  fqul  earthis  prentice,  with  no  claufe  to  leave  hef  ? 
No  day  of  freedom : muft  I ever  grind  ? 

O that  I had  the  pinions  of  a Dove, 

That  I might  quit  my  bands  and  foar  above, 

And  pour  my  juft  complaints  before  the, great  Jehove  \ 

2 ' ' ■ ' 

How  happy  are  the  Doves,  that  have  the  povv’r 
When  e’er  they  pleafe,  to  Ipread  their  airy  wings ! 
Or  cloud- dividing  Eagles  that  can  towre 
Above  the  fcent  of  thefe  inferiour  things  ’ 

How  happy  is  the  Lark,  that  ev’ry  hour  ,• 

Leaves  earth,  and  then  for  joy  mounts  up  and  fings* 
Had  my  dull  foul  but  wings  as  well  as  they, 

How  I would  fpring  from  earth,  and  clip  away. 
As  Wife  Afttjtd  did,  and  fcotn  this  ball  of  day  1 

y 
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O how  my  foul  would  fpurn  this  ball  of  clay, 

And  loath  the  dainties  of  earth’s  painful  pleafure  1 
O how  I’d  laugh  to  fee  men  night  and  day 

Turmoil  to  gain  that  trafh,  they  call  their  treafure  i 

0 how  Td  fmile  to  fee  what  plots  they  lay 

To  catch  a blaft,  or  own  a fmile  from  C&far  ! 

Had  I the  pinions  of  a mounting  Dove, 

How  I would  foar  and  fmg,  and  hate  the  love 

01  tranfitory  toys,  and  feed  on  joys  above  1 

4 

There  fhould  I find  that  everlafiing  pleafure,  (not 
Which  change  removes  not, and  which  chance  prevent 
T here  fhould  I.  find  that  everlafiing  treafure. 

Which  force  deprives  not,  fortune difaugments not 
There  fhould  I find  that  everlafiing  C<efar , 

Whole  hand  recalls  not,  and  whofe  heart  repents  not 
Had  I the  pinions  of  a clipping  Dove, 

How  I would  climb  the  skies,  and  hate  the  love 
Of  tranfitory  toys,  and  joy  in  things  above! 

5 

No  rank-mouthed  flander  there  fhall  give  offence. 

Or  blaft  our  blooming  names,  as  here  they  do  j 
No  Jiver-fcaJding  luft  fhall  there  incenfe 

Our  boiling  veins.  There  is  no  Cupid9 s bow ; 

Lord,  give  my  foul  the  milk-white  innocence 
Of  Doves,  and  I fhall  have  their  pinions  too  : 

Had  I the  pinions  of  a fprightly  Dove, 

How  I would  quit  this  earth,  and  foar  above 
And  Heav’ns  blefl  kingdom  find,  withHeav’ns  bleft  Kin 

(Jehovc; 

S.  AUGUST 
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S.  AUGUST,  in  Pfal.  138. 

What  wings  (I.  on  Id  / defire,  but  the  two  precepts  of  love , 
on  which  the  Law,  and  the  Prophets  depend  ! 0 if  I could 
obtain  thefe  wings,  I could  fly  from  thy  face  to  thy  face,  from 
the  face  of  thy  Juflice,  to  thefdceof  thy  Mercy  : Let  ns  find 
ihofe  w'ngs  by  love,  which  we  have  lofl  by  lufl, 

S,  AUGUST,  in  Pfal.  7 6. 

\ . 

Let  ris  cafl  off  whatfoever  hindtetb , entangleth , or  burden* 
eth  our  flight,  until  we  attain  that  wh'ch  (atisfieth,  beyond 
which , nothing  it  5 beneath  which,  all  things  are  5 of  which 
till  things  ara 


• t 
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EPIG.  13. 

Tell  me,  my  wifhing  foul,  did’ft  ever  trie 
How  faft  the  wings  of  red  croft  faith  can  fly  ? 
Why  begg’ft  thou  then  the  pinions  of  a Dove  ? 
Faith’s  wings  are  fwifter,  but  the  fwifteft  love, 

U 2 
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How  amiaele  are  thy  Tabernacles  Q Lord 
of  Hosts',  yiy  Soule  loi%yefhfyca  even/* 
faintethjhr  'the  courts  of  the  Lord.  ?.?%■. 
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PSALM  84.  1. 


How  amiable  are  thy  tabernacles , 0 God  of 

Hop  ! 

ANcient  of  days  to  whom  all  times  are  Now, 

Before  whofe  Glory  Seraphims  do  bow 
Their  blufhing  cheeks,  and  veil  th^ir  blemifhd  faces, 
That,  uncontain’d,  at  once  doth  fill,  all  places  ; 

How  glorious,  O how  far  beyond  tliSdieighc 
Of  puz’led  quils,  or  the  obtufe  conceit 
Of  flefh  and  blood,  or  the  too  flat  reports 
Of  mortal  tongues  are  thy  expreflefs  courts : 

Whofe  glory  to  paint  forth  with  greater  Art, 

Ravifh  my  fancy,  and  infpire  my  heart; 

Excufe  my  bold  attempt,  and  pardon  me 
For  (hewing  fenfe,  what  Faith  alone  fhould  fee. 

Ten  thoufand  millions,  and  ten  thoufand  more 
Of  Angel-meafured  leagues,  from  th’  Eaftern  Chore 
Of  dungeon-earth  his  glorious  palace  (lands. 

Before  whofe  pearly  gates  ten  thoufand  bands 

Of  armed  Angels  wait  to  entertain 

Thofe  purged  fouls,  for  which  the  Lamb  was  (lain; 

Whofe  guiltlefs  death  and  voluntary  yielding 

Of  whofe  givrti  life,  gave  the.brave  court  her  building ; 
The  luke-warm  blood  of  this  dear  Lamb  being  fpilt; 

To  rubies  turn’d  whereof  her  pods  where  built; 

And  what  dropp’d  down  in  a kind  gelid  gore, 

Did  turn  rich  Sapphires,  and  did  pave  her  floor: 

fv  ft’  . 
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The  brighter  flames,  that  from  his  eye-balls  ray'd. 
Grew  Chryfoltes,  whereof  her  walls  were  made : 

The  milder  glances  fparkled  on  the  ground. 

And  groundfifd  every  door  with  Diamond  ^ 

Bur  dying,  darted  upwards,  and  did  fix 
A battlement  of  pureft  Sardonyx. 

Her  flreets  with  burnifh’d  gold  are  paved  round, 

Stars  lie  like  pebbles  fcatt’red  on  the  ground  : 

Pearl  rhixt  with  Onyx,  and  the  Jafper  flone. 

Made  graveird  caufe.ways  to  be  trampled  on. 

There  Ihinesno  Sun  by  day  np  Moon  by  night, 

The  Palace  glory  is,  the  Palace  light : 

There  is  no  time  to  meafure  motion  by. 

There  time  is  fwallow'd  with  Eternity : 

Wry. mouth’d  Difdain,  and  corner  hunting  Lufl, 

And  twy-fac’d  Fraud,  and  beetle-brow’d  Diftrufl. 
Soul-boyling  Rage,  and  trouble  (late  Sedition, 

And  giddy  Doubt,  and  goggle- ey’d  Sufpicion, 

And  lumpifh  Sorrow,  and  degen’rous  Fear 
Are  bani fil’d  thence,  and  Death’s  a ftranger  there ; 

But  Ample  Love,  and  fempiternal  joys 
Whofe  fweetnefs  neither  gluts  nor  ’fulnefs  cloys  \ 

Where  face  to  face  our  ravifh’d  eye  (hall  fee 
Great  E L O H 1 M,  that  glorious  One  in  Three, 

And  Three  in  One,  and  feeing  him  fhall  blefs  him, 
And  blefling,  love  him,  and  in  lovepofiefs  hup, 

Here  flay  my  foul  and  ravifli  in  relation  : 

The  words  being  fjxmt,  fpend  now  in  contemplation. 


8.  GRE  G. 
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S.  G R E G.  in  Pfal.  7.  pcenitent. 

Sweet  Jefns , the  Word  of  the  Father,  the  bright  nefs  of 
paternal  glory,  whom  Angels  delight  to  view,  teach  me  to  do 
thy  will : that  led  by  thy  good  Spirit,  I may  come  to  that 
blelTed  City,  where  day  is  eternal,  where  there  is  certain 
fecurity  and fecsre  eternity,  and  eternal  peace,  and  peaceful 
happinefs,  and  happy  [we: t nefs,  and  fweet  plea/nre  -,  where 
thou,  0 God \ with  the  Father  and  the  holy  Spirit  lived  and 
reign  eft  world  without  end. 

m 

Ibidem. 


There  U light  without  darhnefs  •,  py  without  gref , defire 
without  p uni  foment  i love  without  Jadnefs $ fitiety  wit  ou 
loath  ng^  fafety  without  fear , health  without  difeafe  * and 

life  without  death • 


E P I G.  14* 

My  foul  pry  not  too  nearly;  the  complexion 
Of  Sols  bright  face  is  feen  by  the  retteftion  : 

But  would’fi  thou  know  what's  Heav’n  ? I’ll  tell  tnee  what, 
Think  what  thou  canft  not  think,  and  Heavp  ssthat. 

U 4 


Book  5. 


Emblemes. 


XV. 


CANTICLES  8.  14, 

Make  hajle , my  Beloved,  and  be  like  the  Roe, 
or  the  young  Hart  upon  the  mountains  of 
Spices. 

GO,  gentle  tyrant,  go;  thy  flames  do  pierce 

My  foul  too  deep ; thy  flames  are  too  too  fierce; 
My  marrow  melts,  my  fainting  fpirits  fry 
Ia  tlf  torrid  Zone  of  thy  Meridian  eye  : 

Away,  away,  thy  fweets  are  too  perfuming  : 

Turn,  turn  thy  lace,  thy  fires  are  too  confuming; 

Haft  hence,  and  let  thy  winged  fteps  out-go 
The  frighted  Roe-buck,  and  this  flying  Roe. 

But  wilt  thou  leave  me  then  ? O thou  that  art 
Life  of  my  foul,  foul  of  my  dying  heart, 

V/ithout  the  fweet  afpeft  of  whofe  fair  eyes2 
My  foul  doth languifh,  and  her  folace  dies?' 

Art  thou  fo  eafily  woo’d  ? fo  apt  to  hear 
The  frantick  language  of  ray  foolifh  fear  ? 

Leave,  leave  me  not,  nor  turn  thy  beauty  from  me ; 
Look,  look  upon  me,  though  thine  eyes  o’ercomeme. 
p how  they  wound ! But  how  my  wounds  content  me l 
How  fweetly  thefe  delightful  pains  torment  me ! 

How  lam  tortur’d  in  excefftve  meafure 
Of  pleafing  cruelties,  too  cruel  meafure  1 
Turn,  turn  away,  remove  thy  fcorching  beams; 

J languifh  with  thefe  bitter- fweet  extreams: 

i •¥  t ' . . C t-  w-'  ' 1 / 
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Hafte  then,  and  let  thy  winged  fteps  out  go 
The  flying  Roe-buck,  and  his  frighted  Roe. 

Turn  back,  my  dear;  O let  my  ravifti’d  eye 
Once  more  behold  thy  face  before  thou  fly ; 

What,  (hall  we  part  without  a mutual  kils? 

0 who  can  leave  fo  fweet  a face  as  this  ? 

Look  full  upon  me;  for  my  foul  defires 
To  turn  a holy  Martyr  in  thofe  fires : 

O leave  me  not,  nor  turn  thy  beauty  from  me ; 

Look,  look  upon  me,  though  thy  flames  o’ercome  me? 
If  thou  becloud  the  Sumfhine  of  thy  eye, 

1 freeze  to  death ; and  if  it  fhine,  I fry; 

Which  like  a fever,  that  my  foul  hath  got, 

Makes  me  to  burn  too  cold,  or  freeze  too  hot  : 

Alas,  I cannot  bear  fo  fweet  a finart, 

Nor  canft  thou  be  lefs  glorious  than  thou  art. 

Hafte  then,  and  let  thy  winged  fteps  out- go 
The  frighted  Roe-buck,  and  this  flying  Roe, 

But  go  not  far  beyond  the  reach  of  breath ; 

Too  large  a diftahce  makes  another  death  : 

My  youth  is  in  her  fpring?  Autumnal  vows 
Will  make  me  riper  for  fo  fweet  a Spoufe; 

When  after-times  have  burnifti’d  my  defire, 

I’ll  ftioot  thee  flames  for  flames,  and  fire  for  fire. 

O leave  me  not,  nor  turn  thy  beauty  from  me; 
Look,  look  upon  me,  though  thy  flames  o'ercome  me. 


Autor 
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nof,  0 Bride , wor  defpair ; think  not  thy  felf  contemn- 
ed if  thy  Bridegroom  withdraw  his  face  a wh  le  : AH  things 
co-operate  for  the  befl  : Both  from  his  abfence > and  his  pre- 
sence thou  gainefl  light : He  cometh  to  thee , and  he^oethf  om 
thee  : He  cometh  to  make  thee  con  folate *,  he  goeth,  to  make 
thee  cautious , left  thy  abundant  confutation  puff  thee  up  : He 
cometh , that  thy  l angui firing  foul  may  be  comforted  $ he  goethy 
left  hti  familiarity  firould  be  contemned *,  and  being  abfent  to 
be  more  de fired ^ and  being  de fired , to  be  more  earnefily 
fought : And  being  long  fought,  to  be  more  acceptably  found* 


epig.  15, 

My  loul  fins  Monfier,  whom  with  greater  cafe 
Ten  thoufiand  told,  thy  God  could  make  than  pleafe* 
What  would’fl  thou  have?  Nor  pleas’d  with  Sun, nor  (hade  ■ 
Heavn  knows  not  what  to  make  of  wh?t  he  made. 
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The  FAREWELL. 


REV.  2.  10. 


Be  thou  faithful  unto  Death , and  I mil  give 
thee  the  Crown  Of  Life. 

E faithful,  Lord,  what’s  that? 

Believe:  Vis  eafie  to  believe  ; but  what? 

That  he  whom  thy  hard  heart  hath  wounded, 
And  whom  thy  fcorn  hath  fpitupon, 

Hath  paid  thy  fine  and  hath  compounded 
For  thefe  foul  deeds  thy  hands  have  done  2 
Believe,  that  he  whole  gentle  palms 
Thy  needle-pointed  fins  have  nail’d 
Hath  born  thy  llavilh  load  (of  alms) 

And  made  fupply  where  thou  haft  fail’d, 
Did  ever  mis’ry  find  fo  ftrange  relief?. 

It  is  a love  too  ftrange  for  mans  belief. 

2 

Believe  that  he  whofe  fide 
Thy  crimes  have  pierc'd  with  their  rebellions,  dy’d 
To  fave  thy  guilty  foul  from  dying 

Ten  thoufand  horrid  deaths,  from  whence 
There  was  no  fcape,  there  was  no  flying, 

But  through  his  deareft  bloods  expence  : 
Believe,  this  dying  friend  requires  1 

No  other  thanks  for  all  his  pain. 

But  ev’n  the  truth  of  weak  defires. 

And  for  his  love,  but  love  again* 

Did  ever  mis’ry  find  fo  true  a friend  ? 

5Tis  a love  too  vaft  to  comprehend. 


1 , • 

With  floods  of  tears  baptized  , 
Arid  drench  thefe  dry,  thefe  unregen’rate  eyes; 


Lord. 
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Lord,  whet  my  dull,  my  blunt  belief. 

And  break  this  fidhly  rock  in  funder. 
That  from  this  heart,  this  hell  of  grief. 

May  fpring  a Heav’n  of  love  and  wonder; 

0 if  thy  mercies  will  remove 

And  melt  this  lead 'from  my  belief, 

My  grief  will  then  refine  my  love, 

My  love  will  then  refredi  my  grief. 

Then  weep  mine  eyes  as  he  hath  bled  ^ vouchfafe 
To  drop  for  every  drop  an  Epitaph. 

4 

Eut  is  the  crown  of  Glory 
The  wages  of  a lamentable  dory  ? 

Or  can  fo  great  a purchafe  rife 

From  a fait  humour  ? Can  mine  eyes 
Run  fad  enough  t’  obtain  this  prize? 

If  fo.  Lord,  who’s  fo  mad  to  die  ? 

Thy  tears  are  trifles^  thou  mull  do  : 

Alas  I cannot  then  endeavour: 

1 will  ! But  will  a tug  or  two 

Suffice  the  turn?  Thou  muff  perfever  ? 

Ill  drive  till  death  *,  and  (hall  my  feeble  ftrife 
Be  crown’d  ? Til  crown  it  with  a crown  of  life. 


5 

But  is  there  fuch  a dearth 
That  thou  mud  buy,  what  is  thy  due  by  birth  ? 

He  whom  thy  hands  did  form  of  duff 
And  give  him  breath  upon  condition* 
To  love  his  great  Crcatour ; mud 
He  now  be  thine  by  compoficion  ? 

Art  thou  a gracious  God  and  mild. 

Or  head-ftrong  man  rebellious  rather  ? 
O,  man’s  a bale  rebellious  child, 

And  thou  a very  gracious  Father : 

The  gift  is  thine*,  we  drive,  thou  crown’d  our  drife 
Thou  giv’d  us  Faith  : and  Faith  a crown  of  life. 


P I N I So 


The  mind  of  the  Frontifpiece . 

This  Bubbel’s  Man  : Hope,  Fear,  falfe  Joy  and  Trouble, 
Are  thofe  Four  Winds  which  daily  rofs  this  Bubble. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

Both  in  BLOOD  and  VIRTUE, 

And  Moft  Accomplifh’d  Lady 

M A R Y, 

Countefs  of  DORSET, 

9 - * ■ v ). 

tady  Governefs  to  the  Moft  Illuftrious 

CHARLES, 

PRINCE  of  G%E  AT-’&'RJT AIN, 

AND 

JAMES 

DUKE  of  TORK. 

I 

Excellent  Lady, 

"|  Prefent  thefe  Tapurs  to  burn  under  the 
J fafe  protection  of  your  Honourable  Name  $ 
. where,  1 prefume,  they  fland  fecure  from  the 
Damps  of  Ignorance,  and  Blafls  of  Cenftre « 

X It 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

It  is  a [mail  part  of  that  abundant  fervice 
which  my  thankful  heart  oweth your  incom- 
parable goodnefs.  Be  pleafed  to  honour 
with  your  noble  Acceptance , which  Jhall  bt 
nothing  but  what  your  own  ejleem  jhall  make 
it. 

« / ! 

y f . 

MADAM, 

Your  Ladyfhip’s 
Mofl:  Humble  Servant, 

Fra . ^[tarles. 


To  the  READER. 

If  you  are  fatisfied  with  ray  Emblems,  I 
here  fet  before  you  a fecond  Service. 
It  is  an  JEgjiptian  Difh,drefs’d  on  the  En~ 
glifh  Falhion  : They,  at  their  Feafts, 
ufed  to  prefent  a*DeathJs-Head  at  their 
Second  Courfe : This  will  ferve  for  both. 
You  need  not  fear  a Surfeit : Here  is  but 
little,  and  that  light  of  Digeftion  : If  it 
but  pleafe  your  Palate,  I queftion  not 
your  Stomach  t Fall  to,  and  much  good 
may  it  do  you. 


Convivio  addit  Minerval.  E.  B, 

: . ..  ' . - 4 

Rem,  Regem , Regimen , Regionem , Religionem , 
Exornat,  celebrat , laudat,  honor  at,  atnat. 


X 2 
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PSALM  i.  5. 

■ 

Behold  I m as  Jhapen  in  iniquity,  and  in  fin 
did  my  Mother  conceive  me. 

I 

A X An  is  mans  A.  B.  C.  There  is  none  that  can 
I Vj.  Read  God  aright,  unlefs  he  firfl  fpell  Man; 

Man  is  the  hairs,  whereby  his  knowledge  climbs 
To  his  CreatOur,  though  it  oftentimes 
Stumbles  for  want  of  light,  and  fometimes  trips 
For  want  of  careful  heed;  and  fometimes  flips 
Through  unadvifed  hade;  and  when  at  length 
His  weary  fteps  have  reach’d  the  top,  his  ftrength 
Oft  falls  to  ftaad;  his  giddy  brains  turn  round. 

And  Phaeton  like,  falls  headlong  to  the  ground  ; 

Thefe  flairs  are  often  dark,  and  full  of  danger 
To  him,  whom  want  of  practice  makes  a ftranger 
To  this  blind  way,  the  Lamp  of  nature  lends 
But  a falfe  light,  and  lights  to  her  own  ends. 

Thefe  be  the  ways  to  Heaven,  thefe  paths  require 
A light  that  fprings  from  that  Diviner  fire. 

Whole  human  loul-enlightning  Sun-beams  dart 
Through  the  bright  crannies  of  the  immortal  pare. 

: And  here,  thou  great  Original  of  Light, 

Whofe  errour-chafing  beams  do  unbenighc 
The  very  foul  of  darknefs,  and  untwift  ’ 

The  clouds  of  ignorance,  do  thou  affift 
My  feeble  quill  y reflefl'  thy  facred  rayes 
Upon  thefe  lines,  that  they  may  light  the  ways 
That  lead  to  theey  fo  guide  my  heart,  my  hand, 
That  I may  do  what  others  underfland. 

Let  my  heart  praftife  what  my  hand  (hall  write ; 

Till  then,  I am  a Tapur  wanting  light. 

< •«  • X 3 • ’ This 


324  Hieroglyph.  I. 

This  golden  Precept,  Know  thy  (elf,  come  down 
Prom  Heaven’s  high  Court:  It  was  an  Art  unknown 
To  Hem  and  blood.  The  men  of  Naturetook 
Great  journies  in  ic : Their  dim  eyes  did  look 
But  through  the  mift,  like  Pilgrims  they  did  fpend 
, heir  idle  heps,  but  knew  no  journies  end 
The  way  to  know  thy  felf,  is  firft  to  cart 
Thy  frail  Beginning,  Progrefs,  and  thy  La  ft : 

This  is  the  fum  of  Man;  But  now  return 
And  view  this  Tapour  ftanding  in  this  Urn. 

Behold  her  fubftance  fordid  and  impure, 

Ufelefs  and  vain,  and  (wanting  light)  obfcure- 
Tis  put  a fpan  at  longeft,  nor  can  laft 
Beyond  that  fpan;  ordain’d  and  made  to  waft: 

Ev’n  fuch  was  Man  (before  his  foul  gave  light 
To  this  vile  fubftance)  a meer  child  of  night; 

Ere  he  had  life,  eftated  in  his  Urn, 

And  markt  for  death;  by  nature,  born  to  burn : 

Thus  Iivelefs,  lightlefs,  worthlefs  firft  began 
That  glorious,  that  prefumptuous  thing  call’d  Man, 


t 


s.  AUG U S-T. 


Hieroglyph,  f . 3 2 $ 

* 

S.  AUGUST. 

Confider , 0 man,what  thou  wert  before  thy  birth, and  what 
thou  art  from  thy  birth  to  thy  death,  and  what  thou  j halt  be 
after  death : Thou  wert  made  of  an  impure  Jubjiance , cloathed 
4nd  imrijhed  in  thy  mothers  blood » 


r 


E P I G,  i. 

Forbear,  fond  Tapour  : What  thoutfeek’ft,  is  fire: 
Thy  own  deftruftion’s  lodg’d  in  thy  defire. 

Thy  wants  are  far  more  fate  than  their  fupply : 

He  that  begins  to  live5  begins  to  die. 

; a 4 X 4 
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GEN.  2.  3. 

And  God  faid , JOef  there  be  Light  5 and 

there  was  Light. 

.1  / 

I 

THis  flame-expefling  Tapour  hath  at  length 
Deceived  fire,  and  now  begins  to  burn: 

It  hath  no  vigour  yet,  it  hath  noftrength ; 

‘ Apt  to  be  puft  and  quencbt  at  every  turn  : 

It  was  a gracious  hand  that  thus  endow’d 
This  fluff  with  flame:But  mark  this  hand  doth  fhroud 
Jt  fej-f  from  mortal  eyes,  and  folds  it  in  a clouds 

2 , 


Jhus  rmm  begins  to  live.  An  unknown  flame 
’?  Quickens  his  finifht  Organs,  now  poffeft 
With  motion  ^ and  which  motion  doth  proclaim 
An  active  foul,  though  in  a feeble  bread: 

But  how,  and  when  infus’d  ask  not  my  pen  * 
Here  flies  a cloud  before  the  eyes  of  men ; 

| cannot  tell  thee  hovy,  nor  canft  thou  tell  itic  when* 


3 


Was  it  a parcel  of  Ceieftial  fire 
* Infus’d  by  Heav’n  into  this  flefhly  mould  > 

Or  was  it  (think  you)  made  a foul  entire 
r Then,  Was  it  new  created  ? Or  of  old? 

Or  is’c  a propagated  Spark,  rak’d  out 
From  Natures  embers  ? While  we  go  about 
By  reafon  to  relolve,  the  more  we  raife  a doubt- 


Hieroglyph.  IT. 
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If  it  be  part  of  that  ccledial  Flame, 

It  mud  be  ev’n  as  pure,  as  free  from  fpot 
As  chat  eternal  Fountain  whence  it  came  : 

If  pure  and  fpotlefs,  then  whence  came  the  blot? 
It  felt  being  pure  could  not  it  felf  defile  j 
Nor  hath  una&ive  matter  pow’r  to  foil 
Her  pure  and  active  form,  as  Jars  corrupt  their  GiL 


Or  if  it  were  created,  tell  me  when  ? 

If  in  the  firft  fix  days,  where  kept  till  now  ? 

Or  if  thy  foul  were  new  created,  then 
Heav’n  did  not  all,  at  firft,  he  had  to  do : 

Six  days,  expired  all  creation  cead  * 

All  kinds,  ev’n  from  the  greatefl  to  the  leaft^ 
Were  finidit  and  compleat  before  the  day  of  ted. 

6 

But  why  fhould  Man,  the  Lord  of  Creatures,  want 
That  privilege  which  Plants  and  Beads  obtain  ? 

Beads  bring  forth  Beads,  the  Plant  a perfeft  Plant  * 
Andev’ry  like  brings  forth  her  like  again  j 
Shall  Fowls  and  Fifties,  Beads  and  Plants  convey 
Life  to  their  iffue,  and  Man  lefs  than  they? 

Shall  thefe  get  living  fouls,  and  Man  dead  lumps  of  clay  ? 


Mud  human  fouls  be  generated  then? 

My  water  ebbs , behold,  a Rock  is  nigh  ; 

If  Nature’s  work  produce  the  fouls  of  men, 

’ Man’s  foul  is  mortal : All  that’s  born  mud  die. 

What  dial!  we  then  conclude  ? What  fun-dune  will 
Difperfe  this  gloomy  cloud  ? Till  then,  be  dill. 

My  vainly  driving  thoughts  f lie  down,  my  puzled  quill. 

ISIDOR. 
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Hieroglyph.  II. 

ISIDOR. 

Why  do  (l  thou  wonder,  0 man,  at  the  height  of  the  Stars, 
or  the  depth  of  the  Sea  ? Enter  into  thine  own  foul,  and  wonder 
there. 

Thy  foul  by  creation  is  infufed7  by  infufion , created* 


v £ V I G.  2. 

What  art  thou  now  the  better  by  this  flame? 

Thou  know’ft  not  how,  nor  when,  nor  whence  it  came 
Poor  kind  of  happinefs,  that  can  return 
No  more  account  but  this,  to  fay,  l burn* 


*0 


;i 


I 
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P S AL.  105.  1 6, 

The  wind  pajjeth  over  it,  and  it  is  gone . 

'I  v " • 

I 

I 

NO  fooner  is  this  lighted  Taper  fee 
Upon  the  tranfitory  ftage 
Of  eye-bedarkning  night. 

But  it  is  ftraight  fubjefted  to  the  threat 
Of  envious  winds,  whofe  wafteful  rage 

Difturbs  her  peaceful  light,  (bright! 

And  makes  her  fubftance  waft,  and  makes  her  flames  lefs 

z 

\ \ 

No  fooner  are  we  born,  no  fooner  come 
To  take  poffeflion  of  this  vaft, 
v This  foul-affli&ing  earth. 

But  danger  meets  us  at  the  very  womb, 

And  forrow  with  her  full-mouth’d  blafl 
Salutes  our  painful  birth, 

To  put  out  all  our  joys,  and  puff  out  all  our  mirth® 

3 

Nor  infant  innocence,  nor  childifli  tears. 

Nor  youthful  wit,  nor  manly  power. 

Nor  politick  old  age, 

Nor  virgins  pleading,  nor  the  widows  prayers^ 

Nor  lowly  cell,  nor  lofty  tower. 

Nor  Prince,  nor  Peer,  nor  Page 
Can  fcape  this  common  blaft,  or  curb  her  ftormy  rage; 

Our 


53*-  Hieroglyph.  III. 


Our  life  is  but  a pilgrimage  of  blafts. 

And  every  blaft  brings  forth  a fear ; 

And  every  fear,  a death  ; 

The  more  it  lengthens,  ah,  the  more  it  waftes : 
Were,  were  we  to  continue  here 
The  days  of  long  liv’d  Seth , 

Our  forrows  would  renew,  as  we  renew  our  breath. 

5 

Toft  to  and  fro,  our  frighted  thoughts  are  driven 
With  every  puff,  with  every  tide 
Of  life-ccnfuming  care  ; 

Our  peaceful  flame,  that  would  point  up  to  Heav’n 
Is  ftill  difturb’d,  and  turn'd  afide ; 

And  every  blaft  of  air 

Commits  fuch  wafte  in  man  as  man  cannot  repair* 


W*  are  all  born  debtors,  and  we  firmly  ftand 
Oblig’d  for  our  firft  parents  debt, 

Befides  our  inrereft; 

Alas;  we  have  no  harmlefs  counter.bond. 

And  we  are  every  hour  befet, 

With  threatnings  of  arreft. 

And  till  we  pay  the  debt,  we  can  expert  no  reft* 

7 

What  may  this  forrow-ftiaken  life  prefent 
To  the  falfe  relifh  of  our  tafie 
That’s  worth  the  name  of  fweet  ? 

Her  minutes  pleafure’s  choak’d  with  difcontent5 
Her  glory  foil’d  with  every  blaft  ; 

How  many  dangers  meet 

Poor  man  betwixt  the  biggin  and  the  winding  fheet? 

s.  AUGUST. 
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Hieroglyph . III. 

S.  AUGUST. 

in  this  world,  not  to  be  grieved)  not  to  be  affH8ed9nQt  to 
be  in  danger ) if  impffible. 

Ibidem, 

Behold , the  world  is  full  of  trouble , yet  beloved : What  if 
it  were  a pleafing  world  ? How  would' ft  thou  delight  in  her 
calms  % that  canft  fo  well  endure  her  ftorms  f 


4 


•V 


EPIG.  3. 

Arc  thou  confum’d  with  foul-afflhding  erodes  ? 
Difturb’d  with  grief?  annoy’d  with  worldly  lodes? 
Hold  up  thy  head  ; the  Tapour  lifted  high 
Will  brook  the  wind,  when  lower  Tapoursdie, 


Hieroglyph* 
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Hieroglyph.  IV. 

MATTHEW  9.  12. 

The  rehole  need  not  the  Thyfirian-, 

1 

ALways  pruning,  always  cropping  ? 

Is  her  brightnefs  (till  obfeur’d  ? 

Ever  drefllng,  ever  topping? 

Always  curing,  never  cur’d  ? 

Too  much  fnuffing  makes  a waftej 
When  the  fpirits  fpend  too  fall. 

They  will  (brink  at  ev’ry  blaft, 

2 

You  that  always  are  bellowing 
Coftly  pains  in  life  repairing, 

Are  but  always  overthrowing 
Natures  work  by  overcaring  : 

Nature  meeting  with  her  fo. 

In  a work  (he  hath  to  do. 

Takes  a pride  to  overthrow* 

3 

Nature  knows  her  own  perfection. 

And  her  pride  difdains  a tutour. 

Cannot  (loop  to  Arts  correction, 

And  (he  fcorns  a co-adjutor. 

Saucy  Art  fhould  not  appear 
Till  (he  whifper  in  her  ear: 

Hagar  flees,  if  Sarah  bear. 

4 

Nature  worketh  for  the  better. 

If  not  hindred  that  (he  cannot £ 

Art  (lands  by  as  her  abetter. 

Ending  nothing  fhe  began  not* 

If  diftemper  chance  to  feize 
Nature  foil’d  with  the  difeafe. 

Art  may  help  her  if  fhe  plcafe, 

Y Mm 


But  to  make  a trade  of  trying 
Drugs  and  dofes,  always  pruning. 

Is  to  die  for  fear  of  dying  *, 

He’s  untun’d,  that’s  always  tuning. 

He  that  often  loves  to  lack 
Dear-bought  drugs  hath  found  a knack 
To  foil  the  man,  and  feed  the  C^uack. 


O the  fad,  the  frail  condition 
Of  the  pride  of  Natures  glory  1 
How  infirm  his  compofnion, 

And  at  beft  how  tranfitory  *. 

When  this  riot  doth  impair 
Nature’s  iveaknefs,  then  his  care 
Adds  more  ruin  by  repair. 

7 

Hold  thy  hand,  healths  dear  maintainer, 
Life  perchance  may  burn  the  Itronger : 
Having  fubflanceto  l'uftain  her, 

She  untouch’d,  may  laft  the  longer: 
When  the  Artift  goes  about. 

To  redrefs  her  flame,  I doubr. 
Oftentimes  he  fnuffs  it  out. 


NICOCLES. 
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NICOCLES. 

Phyficians  of  alt  men  are  mojl  happy  5 what  good  fuccefs 
foever  they  have,  the  world  proclaimetb$  and  what  faults 
they  commit , the  earth  covaethi 


EPIG.  4. 

My  purfe  being  heavy,  if  my  light  appeal 
But  dim,  Quack  comes  to  make  all  clear  5 
Quack  leave  thy  trade  * thy  dealings  are  not  fight* 
Thou  tak’ft  our  weighty  gold  to  give  us  light > 

' Y a 


I 


■ ■ I 
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Hieroglyph.  V.  539 

PSALM  11,91.  r 

And  he  will  give  hk  Angels  charge  over  thee. 

I 

OHow  mine  eyes  could  plea  fe  them  (elves,  and  fpend 
Perpetual  ages  in  this  precious  fight ! 

Howl  could  woe  Eternity,  to  lend 
My  wafting  day  an  antidote  for  night! 

And  how  my  flefh  could  with  my  flefti  contend. 

That  views  this  objett  with  no  more  delight! 

My  work  is  great,  my  Tapour  fpends  too  faft  : 

*Tis  all  I have,  and  foon  would  out  or  waft 
Did  not  this  blefied  fcreen  proteft  it  from  this  blaft. 

. -A  • . ' * ; ’ ’ " ’ • ’ - 

% 

O,  I have  loft  the  jewel  of  njy  foul. 

And  I muft  find  it  out,  or  I muft  die  ? 

Alas ! My  fin-made  darknefs  doth  controul 
The  bright  endeavour  of  my  careful  eye  : 

I muft  go  fearch  and  ranfack  every  hole  $ 

Nor  have  I other  light  to  feek  it  by : 

O if  this  light  be  fpent,  my  work  not  done, 

My  labour's  vvorfe  than  loft  ^ my  jewel’s  gone. 

And  I am  quite  forlorn,  and  I am  quite  undone. 

' » 

3 

You  blefied  Angels,  you  that  do  enjoy 
The  full  fruition  of  eternal  glory, 

Will  you  be  pleas’d  to  fanfie  fuch  a toy 
As  man,  and  quit  your  glorious  territory, 

And  ftoop  to  earth,  vouchsafing  to  employ 
Your  care  to  guard  the  duft  that  lies  before  ye  ? 

Difdain  you  not  thefe  lumps  of  dying  clay. 

That  for  your  pains,  do  oftentimes  repay 
Negleft,  if  riot  difdain,  and  fend  you  griev’d  away? 


4 


Thistapour  of  our  lives,  that  once  was  plac’d 
In  the  fair  fuburbs  of  Eternity, 

Is  now  alas  confin’d  to  ev’ry  blaft, 

And  turn’d  a May-pie  for  the  fporting  Fly  •, 

£nd  will  you,  facred  Spirits , pleafe  to  caft 
Your  care  on  us,  and  lend  a gracious  eye? 

How  had  this  flender  inch  of  Tapour  been 
Blafted  and  blam’d,  had  not  this  heavenly  Screen 
Curb’d  the  proud  blaft,  and  timely  ftept  between  1 

S 

O goodnefs,  far  tranfeending  the  report 
Of  lavifti  tongues  1 too  vaft  to  comprehend : 
Amazed  quill,  how  far  doft  thou  come  fliort 
T exprefs  exprefftons  thatfo  far  tranfeend! 

You  blefied  Courtiers  of  th’  eternal  Court, 

Whofe  full- mouth’d  Hallelujahs  have  no  end. 
Receive  that  world  of  praifes  that  belongs 
To  your  great  Sov’reign-,  fill  your  holy  tongues 
With  our  Hofanna’s  mix’d  with  your  Scraphick  fong$f 


$.  B EN.R 
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S.  BERN. 

If  thou  de fir  eft  the  help  of  Angels , fly  the  comforts  of  the 
world,  and  refift  the  temptations  of  the  Devil. 

He  will  give  his  Angels  charge  over  thee . 0 what  reve- 

rence, what  love,  what  confidence  deferveth  fo  fweet  a fay- 
ing I For  their  pre fence,  reverence  5 for  their  good  will , love  j 
for  their  tuition,  confidence . 


c 


1 


4 


EPIG.  3. 

My  flame,  art  thoudifturbd,  difeas’d  and  driv’n 
To  deach  with  ftorms  of  grief?  Point  thou  to  Heav’n: 
One  Angel  there  (hall  cafe  thee  more  alone, 

Than  thrice  as  many  choufands  of  thy  own. 

Y 4 
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ECCLESIASTES  3.  t. 

To  every  thing  there  is  an  appointed  time • 

1 

Time  Death, 

Time . T)Ehold  the  frailty  of  this  (lender  fnuff  ; 
jL)  Alas/ it  hath  not  long  to  lad  ; v 
Without  the  help  of  either  thief  or  puff, 

Her  weaknefs  knows  the  way  to  waft: 

Nature  hath  made  her  fubdance  apt  enough 
To  fpend  it  felf,  and  fpend  too  fad  : 

It  needs  the  help  of  none 
That  is  fo  prone 

To  lavifh out  untouch’d,  and  languifh  all  alone* 

2 

VenthTime, hold  thy  peace, and  (hake  thy  flow  p ac’d  fand 
* Thy  idle  minutes  makeno  way: 

Thy  glafs  exceeds  her  hour,  or  elfe  doth  (land, 

I cannot  hold,  I cannot  day.  • 

Surceafe  thy  pleading,  and  enlarge  my  hand, 

I furfeit  with  too  long  delay  : . 

This  brisk,  this  bold-fac’d  light 
Doth  burn  too  bright  3 

EJarknefs  adorns  my  throne,  my  day  is  darked  night, 

3 

pme.  Great  Prince  of  darknefs,  hold  thy  needlefs  hand 
Thy  captive’s -fad  and  cannot  flee: 

What  arm  can  refcue?  Who  can  countermand  ? 

: What  pow’r  can  fet  thy  pris’ner  free? 

Or  if  they  could,  what  clofe,  wh*f  foreign  land 
Can  hide  that  head  that  flees  from  thee? 

But  \i  her  harmlefs  light  \ 

Offend  thy  fight,  (at  night  ? 

What  aeed’d  thou  fnatch  at  noon,  what  will  be  chine 

I 
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4 

Death.  I have  out-ftaid  my  patience;  my  quick  trade 
Grows  dull  and  makes  too  flow  return  : 

This  long  liv’d  debt  is  due,  and  fhould  been  paid 
When  firft  her  flame  began  to  burn  : 

But  I have  ftaid  too  Jong,  I have  delaid 
To  ftore  my  vaft,  my  craving  Urn. 

My  patient  gives  me  pow’r 

Each  day,  each  hour,  (tow’r 

To  ftrike  the  Peafants  thatch^and  ihake  the  Princely. 

5 

Time.  Thou  count'ft  too  fail : Thy  patient  gives  no  pow’r 
Till  Time  ftiall  pleafeto  fay,  Amen . (hour  ? 

Death*  Canft  thou  appoint  my  (haft  ? Time . Or  thou  my 
Death.  *Ti$  I bid,  do.  Time . Tis  I bid,  When; 

Alas!  Thou  canft  not  make  the  pooreft  flow’r 
To  hang  the  drooping  head  till  then: 

Thy  ftiafts  can  neither  kill, 

Nor  ftrike,  until  (will. 

My  power  gives  them  wings,  and  pleafure  arms  thy 


s.  august 
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S.  AUGUST. 

Thou  knowefl  not  what  time  he  will  come : Wait  always 
that  because  thou  hnoweft  not  the  time  of  his  coming , thou 
mayejl  be  prepared  againfl  the  time  he  cometh . And  for  this 
perchance , thou  knowefl  not  the  tim$y  becaufe  thou  mayejl  be 
prepared  againfl  all  times • 


EPIG.  6. 

Expeft,  but  fear  not  death  : Death  cannot  kill, 

Till  Time , (that  firft  muftfeal  her  Patent)  will: 
Would’fl  thou  live  long?  keep  Time  in  high  efteem; 
v Whom  gone,  if  thou  canft  not  recall,  redeem. 


Hieroglyph.  VII. 
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Hieroglyph.  VIL 

Job  i 8.  6. 

His  light  fhall  be  dark  ^ and  his  candle  fhall 
be  put  out. 

1 

T \ 7 Hat  ails  our  tapour?  Is  her  Juflre  fled, 

V % Or  foil’d  ? What  dire  difafler  bred 
This  change,  that  thus  fhe  veils  her  golden  head  ? 

2 

Tt  was  but  very  now  fhe  fhin'd  as  fair 
As  Verna  ftar.  Her  glofy  might  compare 

With  Cynthia , burnifhc  with  her  brothers  hair. 

* N \ 

3 

There  was  no  cave -begotten  damp  that  monghc 
Abufe  her  beams  ; no  wind  that  went  about 
To  break  her  peace  *,  no  puff  to  put  her  out. 

4 

Lift  up  thy  wond’ring  thoughts,  and  thou  flialt  fpy 
A caufe  will  clear  thy  doubts,  but  cloud  thine  eye: 
Subjefts  muff  veil,  v hen  as  their  Sov’reign’s  by. 

5 

Canfb  thou  behold  bright  Pbcebttt , and  thy  fight 
No  whit  impair’d  ? The  objeft  is  too  bright j 
The  weaker  yields  unto  the  ftronger  light. 

6 . - 

Great  God,  I am  thy  tapour,  thou  my  fun; 

From  thee,  the  Spring  of  light,  my  light  begun; 

Yet  if  thy  light  but  fhine,  my  light  is  dene. 

. , 7 

If  thou  withdraw  thy  light,  my  light  will  fhine,. 

If  thine  appear,  how  poor  a light  is  mine? 

My  light  is  darknefs  if  compar'd  to  thine. 


348  Hieroglyph.  VIL 

8 

Thy  Sun  beams  are  too  ftrong  for  my  weak  eye » 

If  thou  but  ftiine,  how  nothing.  Lord,  am  I!  ’ 
Ah,  who  can  fee  thy  vifage  and  not  die! 

; 9 

If  intervening  earth  fhould  make  a night. 

My  wanton  flame  would  then  (bine  forth  too  bright 
My  earth  would  even  prefume  t’  eclipfe  thy  light, 

10 

And  if  thy  light  be  fhadow’d,  and  mine  fade, 

If  thine  be  dark,  and  my  dark  light  decay’d, 

I fliould  be  cloathed  with  a double  ftiade. 

11 

What  fhall  I do?  O what  fhall  I defile ? 

What  help  can  my  diftrafted  thoughts  require, 
That  thus  am  wafted  ’twixt  a double  fire? 

12 

In  what  a ftrait*  in  what  a ftrait  am  I ? 

’Twixt  two  extreams  how  my  rackt  fortunes  lie  ? 
See  I thy  face*  or  fee  it  not,  I die. 

*3 

O let  the  fteams  of  my  Redeemers  blood. 

That  breaths  from  my  fick  foul,  be  made  a cloudy 
To  interpofe  thefe  lights,  and  be  my  ftiroud. 

14 

tord,  what  ami?  Or  what’s  the  light  I have? 

May  it  but  light  my  afhesto  their  grave. 

And  fo  from  thence,  to  thee ; tis  all  I crave. 

15  -V  ' --'  .. 

O make  my  light,  that  all  the  world  may  fee 
Thy  glory  by  ’c : If  not,  It  feems  to  me 
Honour  enough  to  be  put  out  by  thee. 
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0 light  inacceffible , in  refpett  of  which  my  light  is  utter 
darknejs  \ fo  re  fie  ft  upon  my  weaknefsy  that  all  the  world  may 
behold  thy  ftrength : 0 Majefty  incomprehertfible9  in  refpett 
of  which  my  glvy  is  mere  fhame:  fo  fhine  upon  my  mifery 
that  all  the  world  may  behold  thy  glory . 


X ■ 


E P I G.  7. 

Wile  thou  complain,  becaufe  thou  art  bereavsn 
Of  all  thy  light  ? Wilt  thou  vie  lights  with  Heav’n? 
Can  thy  bright  eye  not  brook  the  daily  light  ? 

Take  heed : l fear  thou  art  a child  of  night. 


I 
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Hieroglyph.  VII L 


Chfec  virtus  oh/ciim  vstit.  3j?o . 


1 
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Hieroglyph  VIII, 
MATTHEW  5-  i& 

Let  vour  Ihht  Co  (bine . /9e*#s?  your 


is  in  Heaven. 

- i 


As  it  for  this,  the  breath  of  Heaven  was  blown 


Into  the  noftrils  of  this  Heavenly  creature? 
Was  it  for  this,  that  facred  Three  in  One 
Confpir’d  to  make  this  quinteffence  of  Nature  ? 

Did  Heavenly  providence  intend 
So  rare  a fa  brick  for  fo  poor  an  end  ? 

2 

Was  Man,  the  higheft  mafter-pieee  of  Nature* 

The  curious  abftraft  of  the  whole  creation, 

Whofe  foul  was  copied  from  his  great  Creator, 

Made  to  give  light,  and  fet  for  obfervation3 
Ordain’d  for  this?  To  fpend  his  light 
In  a dark-lanthorn  cloyftred  up  in  night? 

3 

Tell  me,  reclufe  Monaftick,  can  it  be 
A difad  vantage  to  thy  beams  to  ftiine  ? 

A thoufand  tapours  may  gain  light  from  thee : 

Is  thy  light  Ids  or  worfe  for  lightning  mine  ? 

If  wanting  light,  I (tumble,  fhall 
Thy  darknefs  not  be  guilty  of  my  fall  ? 

4 

Why  doft  thou  lurk  fo  clofe  ? Is  it  for  fear 
Some  bufie  eye  fhould  pry  into  thy  flame, 

And  fpy  a thief,  or  elfe  fome  blemifh  there  ? 

Or  being  fpy’d,  (hrink’fl  thou  thy  head  for  (hame  ? 

Come,  come,  fond  tapour,  fhine  but  clear, 

Thou  needft  not  ftirinkfor  (hame,  nor  fhroud  for  fear* 


Z 


Remember  v 
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. 5 

Remember,  O remember,  thou  were  fee 
For  men  to  fee  the  great  Creatour  by  y ' 

Thy  flame  is  not  thy  own  ; It  is.a  debt 
Thou  ow’ft  thy  Mafter.  And  wilt  thou  deny 
To  pay  the  int’reft  of  thy  light  ? 

And  skulk  in  corners,  and  play  Icaftin  fight? 

6 

Art  thou  afraid  to  cruft  thy  eafie  flame 
To  the  injurious  waft  of  Fortunes  puff? 

Ah,  coward,  rouze,  and  quit  thy  felt' for  flume  : 

Who  dies  in  fervice,  hath  liv'd  long  enough: 

Who  fhines,  and  nukes  no  eye  partaker, 

Ufurps  him  fell,  and  clofely  robs  his  Maker. 

* I * . ! J * . 

I 

7 

Make  not  thy  felf  a pris’ner,  that  art  free: 

Why  doft  thou  turn  thy  palace  to  a jail  ? 

Thou  art  an  Eagle  : And  befits  it  thee 
To  live  immured  like  a cloyfter’d  fnail? 

Let  toys  feek  corners ; things  of  coft 
Gain  worth  by  view:  Hid  jewels  are  but  loft. 

3 

My  God,  my  light  is  dark  enough  at  lighteft, 

Encrcafe  her  flame,  and  give  her  ftrength  to  fhine  : 
Tis  frad  at  beft  : Tis  dim  enough  at  brighteft, 

Eut  ’tis  his  glory  to  be  foyi’d  by  thine, 

Let  others  lurk:  My  light  flu II  be 
Propos’d  to  all  men  and  by  them  to  thee. 


S.  BERN. 
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\ 

S.BERN, 

If  thou  be  one  of  the  foolifh  virgins , the  conpregationisne - 
cejfary  for  thee ; if  thou  be  one  of  the  wife  virgins , fAo#  4r* 
tie cej] ary  for  the  congregation . 

HUGO. 

Monafiicks  male  Cloyjiers  to  inchfe  the  outward  man.* 

6 would  to  God  they  would  do  the  like  to  reftrainthe  inward 
man . 


E P I G.  8. 

Affraid  of  eyes  ? What  ftill  play  leaft  in  fight? 
’Tis  much  to  be  prefum’d  all  is  not  right? 

Too  clofe  endeavours  bring  forth  dark  events : 
Come  forth,  Monaftieky  here’s  no  Parliament, 

Z 2 
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Hieroglyph.  IX. 

Job  14.  2. 

He  comet h forth  like  a flomr^and  is  cut  down. 

I 

Behold  f 
How  fhort  a fpan 
Was  long  enough,  of  old 
To  meafure  out  the  life  of  man  ! 

In  thofe  well  temper’d  days  his  time  was  then 
Survey’d,  caff  up,  and  found  but  threefcore  years  and  ten. 


Alas 

And  what  is  that? 

They  come,  and  Aide,  andpafs, 

Before  my  pen  can  tell  thee  what. 

The  pods  of  time  are  fwift,  which  having  run 
Their  fev’nihort  ftages  o’er, their  (hort-lived  task  is  done* 

3 

Our  days 
Begun  we  lend 
To  fleep,  to  antick  plays 
And  toys,  until  the  firft  fiageend  : 

12  waining  moons,  twice  5.  times  told,  we  give 
To  unrecover’d  lofs:  We  rather  breath  than  live* 

4 . . V • 

We  f\ pend 

A ten  years  breath 
Before  we  apprehend 
What  ’tis  to  live  or  fear  a death ; 

Our  childifh  dreams  are  fill’d  with  painted  joys, 
Which  pleafe  our  fenfe  a while,  and  waking, provcbut  toys 

v x L r 
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How 
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s . 

How  yain^ 

How  wretched  is 
Poor  man,  that  doth  remain 
A flave  to  fuch  a State  as  this! 

His  days  are  fhort,  at  longeft;  few,  at  moft : 

They  are  but  bad,  at  bed ; yet  lavifht  out,  or  loft, 

6 

\ . They  he 
The  fecret  fprings 
That  make  our  minutes  flee 
On  wheels  more  fwif  t than  Eagles  wings  ; 

Our  life’s  a Clock,  and  every  gafp  of  Breath 
Breaths  forth  a warning  grief , till  Time  (hall  ftrike  a death , 

7 

How  foon 

Our  new-born  light 
Attains  to  full  ag’d  noon! 

And  this,  how  foon  to  gray-hair’d  night! 

, We  fpring,  we  bud,  we  bloflom,  and  we  blaft 
E’er  we  can  count  our  days,  our  days  they  flee  fo  faft 
■*».  ' 

8 

They  end 

When  fcarce  begun  5 
And  e’er  we  apprehend 
That  we  begin  to  live,  our  life  is  done: 

Man,  count  thy  days;  and  if  they  fly  too  faft 
For  thy  dull  thoughts  to  cpunt,  count  every  day  thelaft^ 


i 


l 


Our  iifancyis. con  fumed  in  eating  and  fleeping  \ in  all  which 
time  what  differ  we  from  beaftsi  but  by  apoffibil/ty  ofrea- 
fon , and  a necejjity  of  fin  d 

0 milery  of  mankind , in  whim  no  fooner  the  Image  of  God 
appear eth  in  the  all  of  his  Reafon,  but  the  Devil  blurs  it  in 
the  corruption  of  his  Will  ! 


EPMJ.  .9- 

To  the  decrepit  man. 

Thus  was  the  firft  fevench  part  of  thy  few  days 

Con  fum’d  in  deep,  in  food,  in  toyifh  plays: 

Know’ft  thou  what  tears  thine  eyes  imparted  then? 

Review  thy  lofs,  and  weep  them  o’er  agen, 

' Z s, 
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1 

JOB  20.  1 1. 

His  bones  are  full  of  the  fins  of  his  youth. 

t 

THe  fwift-foot  Pod  of  Time  hath  now  begun 
His  fecond  ftage  ; 

The  dawning  of  our  age 
Is  loft  and  fpent  without  a Sun  • 

The  light  of  reafon  did  not  yet  appear 
Within  th’  Horizon  of  this  Hemifphere. 

2 

The  infant  Will  had  yet  no  other  guide 
But  twilight  Senfe; 

And  what  is  gain’d  from  thence 
But  doubtful  fteps  that  tread  afide  ? 

Reafon  now  draws  her  curtains ; her  closed  eyes 
Begin  to  open,  and  fhe  calls  to  rife* 

9 

Youths  now  difclofing  buds  peep  out,  and  (hew 
Her  April  head ; 

And,  from  her  grafs-green  bed. 

Her  virgin  Primrofe  early  blows; 

Whilft  waking  Philomel  prepares  to  fing 
Her  warbling  fonnets  to  the  wanton  fpring. 

4 

His  ftage  is  pleafant,  and  the  way  feems  flhort, 

All  ftrow’d  with  flowers  *, 

The  days  appear  but  hours 
Being  fpent  in  time  beguiling  fporc. 

Her  griefs  do  neither  prefs,  nor  doubts  perplex; 
tyere’s  neither  fear  to  curb,  nor  care  to  vex. 


His 


His  downy  cheeks  grow  proud,  and  now  dildams 
The  rutours  hand  *, 

He  glories  ro  command 
The  proud-neck'd  fteed  with  prouder  reins : 
The  ftrong-breathsd  horn  muft  now  falute  his  ear 
With  the  glad  downfa!  of  the  falling  Deer, 


6 


His  quick-nasd  army,  with  their  deep-mouth  d founds^ 
Muft  now  prepare 
To  chafe  the  tim’rous  Hare, 

About  his  yetunmortgagd  grounds; 

The  ill  he  hates,  is  counlel  and  delay ; 

And  fears  no  mifchief  but  a rainy  day. 


7 

The  thought  he  takes,  is  how  to  take  no  thought 
For  bale  nor  blifs ; 

And  late  repentance  is 
The  laft  dear  pen* worth  that  he  bought  : 

He  is  a dainty  morning,  and  he  may, 

If  luft  o’ercaft  him  noc3  bJ  as  a fair  day. 

8 

Proud  bloftom,  ufe  thy  Time : Times  headftrong  horfe 
Will  poft  away. 

Truft  not  the  folTwing  day. 

For  every  day  brings  forth  a vvorfe : 

Take  time  at  beft : Believe’t,  thy  days  will  fall 
Ffom  good  to  bad,  from  bad  to  vvorft  of  all. 


¥ 


S.  AMBROS, 
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Hierogeyph.  X,  361: 

S.  AMBROS. 

Humility  is  a rare  thing  in  ayoung  manjherefore  to  be  ad* 
mired:  When  youth  is  vigorous , when  ftrength  is  firm , 
blood  is  hot,  when  cares  are  fir  angers,  when  mirth  is  free, 
then  pride  fwelleth 9 and  humility  is  defpifed* 


V 


\ 

\ 


E P l G.  10. 

To  the  old  man. 

Thy  years  are  newly  gray,  his  newly  green  ; 

His  youth  may  live  to  fee  what  thine  hath  feen  j 

He  is  thy  Parallel : His  prefent  ftage 

And  thine  are  the  two  Tropicks  of  mans  Age, 


Hieroglyph . XI.  3 

ECCLESIASTES  u.  9. 

Rejoy ce,  0 young  man , and  let  thy  heart 
cheer  thee>  hut  know , &c. 

I 

Hrow  flux!  How  alterable  is  the  date  v 

[ C {tranfitory  things ! 

How  hum  d on  the  clipping  wings 
Of  Time,  and  driv’n  upon  the  wheels  of  Fate! 

How  one  condition  brings 
The  leading  Prologue  to  another  ftate ! 

No  tranfitory  things  can  laft? 

Change  waits  on  Time,  and  Time  is  wing’d  with  haft 
Time  prefents  but  the  ruin  of  Time  pafi. 

2 

Behbld  how  change  hath  inch’d  away  thy  Span  \ 

And  how  thy  light  doth  burn 
Nearer  and  nearer  to  thy  Urn 
For  this  dear  waft  what  fatisfaftion  can 
Injurious  Time  return 

Thy  fliortned  days,  but  this,  the  ftyle  of  Man? 

And  what’s  a man?  A cask  of  care. 

New  tunn’d  and  working  ? he’s  a middle  flair 
*Twixt  birth  and  death  * a blaft  of  full-ag’d  air* 

5 

His  breaft  is  tinder,  apt  to  entertain 
The  fparks  of  Cupid's  fire* 

Whofe  new  blown  flames  muft  now  enquire 
A wanton  julep  out,  which  may  reftrain 
The  rage  of  his  defire, 

Whofe  painful  pleafure  is  but  pleafing  pain  ? r> 
His  life’s  a ficknefs  that  doth  rife 
From  a hot  liver,  Whilft  his  paffion  lies 
Expefting  cordials  from  his  miftrefs  eyes. 

His 


3 H Hieroglyph.  XL 

v • • 4 ' 

His  ftage  is  firow’d  with  thorns,  and  deck’d  with  flowers. 
His  year  fometimes  appears 
A minute;  and  his  minutes,  years: 

His  doubtful  weather’s  Sun-fhine  mixt  with fliowers ; 

His  traffique,  Hopes  and  Fears ; 

His  life’s  a medley,  made  of  Sweets  and  Sowrs, 

His  pains  reward  is  Smiles  and  Fonts-, 

His  diet  is  fair  language  mixt  with  Flouts ; 

He  is  a Nothing , all  compos’d  with  Doubts. 

5 

Do,  waft  thy  inch,  proud  Span  of  living  earth, 
Confume  thy  golden  days 
In  flavifli  freedom,  let  thy  ways 
Take  belt  advantage  of  thy  frolick  mirth  j 
Thy  ftock  of  Time  decays, 

And  lavifh  plenty  ftill  fore-runs  a dearth  : 

The  bird  that’s  flown  may  turn  at  laftj 
And  painful  labour  may  repair  a waft, 

But  pains  nor  price  can  call  my  minutes  paft. 


SEN- 


i 


Hieroglyph.  XI.  3 6 5 

• K =>  ' ’ '.T  ^ 

*■  t 

S E N. 

Expet 1 great  joy  when  thou  fault  lay  down  the  mind  of  a 
child , and  deftrve  the  ftyle  of  a wife  man  *,  for  at  thofe  years 
childhood  is  paft , but  oftentimes  childifanefs  remaineth^and 
what  isworfe , thou  haft  the  authority  of  a man  ftut  the  voice 
of  a child . 


EPIG.  11. 

T<?  the  declining  man. 

Why  ftand’ft  thou  difcontenced  ? Is  not  he 
As  eq^al  diftant  from  the  top  as  thee  ? 

What  then  may  caufe  thy  difeontented  frowns 
He’smoune  ing  up  the  hill;  thou  plodding  down. 


3 66  Hieroglyph.  XII. 


Vt  Sol  ardors  vvriti  .^ 
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DEUTERONOMY.  33.  25. 

, . ' i 

As  the  days , fo  jhall  thy  flrength  be. 

\ V: 

\ « v ■ T w ^ 

The  Poft 

Of  fvvifc'fooc  Time 
Hath  now  at  length  begun 
The  Kalends  of  our  middle  ftage  i 
The  number’d  fteps  that  we  have  gone,  do  fhow 
The  number  of  thofe  flops  we  are  to  go : 

The  buds  and  bioflorns  of  our  age 
Are  blown,  decay’d,  and  gone 
And  all  our  prime 
Is  loft: 

And  what  we  boaft  too  much,we  have  leaft  caufe  to  boaft * 

Ah  me  1 

There  is  no  reft: 

Our  Time  is  always  fleeing. 

What  rein  can  curb  our  head-ftrong  hours ; 

They  poft  away : They  pafs  we  know  not  how  : 

Our  Now  is  gone,  before  we  can  fay  Now  : 
Time  paft  and  future’s  none  of  ours: 

That  hath  as  yet  no  being ; 

And  this  hath  ceaft 
To  be  : 

What  is,  is  only  ours : How  fhort  a Time  have  we  J 


%6B  Hieroglyph.  XII. 

And  now 
Apollo's  ear, 

Expefts  harmonious  ftrains, 

New  minted  from  the  Thracian  Lyre ; 

For  now  the  virtue  of  the  twi- fork’d  Hill 
Infpires  the  raviflfd  fancy,  and  doth  fill 
The  vines  with  Pegafean  fire  : 

And  now  thofe  fterii  brains 
That  cannot  fhow. 

Nor  bear 

Some  fruits,  fliall  never  wear  Apollo  s facred  Bom 

Excefs 

And  forfeit  ufes 
To  wait  upon  thefe  days; 

Full  feed  and  flowing  cups  of  wine 
Conjure  the  fancy,  forcing  up  a fpirit 
By  tlV  eafie  Magick  of  debauch'd  delight  5 
Ah  pity,  twice-born  Bacchus  Vine  , 
Should  frarve  Apollo's  Bayes , 

And  drown  thofe  Mufes 
That  blefs 

And  calm  the  peaceful  foul,  when  floras  of  care  opprefs* 

Strong  light 
Boaft  not  thofe  beams 
That  can  but  only  raife 
And  blaze  a while,  and  then  away: 
v There  is  no  Solftice  in  thy  day, 
r The  midnight  glory  lies 

Betwixt  th’  extremes 

Of  light, 

A glory  foil'd  with  ftiame,  and  fool'd  with  falfe  delight* 


Haft 


Hieroglyph  ^ir, 

Haft  thou  climb e the  lull  age  of  thy  few  d ys  ? Look 

backwards  and  - ; T:  T-  ■'he  {ratify  of  thy  youth,  the 
folly  of  thy  cht  f thy  Infancy  : Look 

forwards,  thou  fhai  . : ires , of  $m  Worlds  the  trott* 

blesof  thy  mind,  the  difeafes  f thy  body* 


E P I G.  12, 

To  the  middle-aged. 

Thou  char  arc  prancing  on  the  lofty  Noon 
Ot-  thy  full  age,  boaft  noc  cby  felf  too  foon  : 
Convert  that  breach  to  wail  thy  fickle  ftate  j 
Take  heed  tho'uTt  brag  too  foon  or  boaft  too  late. 

A a & 
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Hieroglyph.  XIII. 


J O H N 3.  30. 


He  muft  encreafe , but  I mufl  decreafi. 

Time  voids  the  table,  dinner’s  done; 

And  now  our  days  declining  Sun 
Hath  hurried  his  diurnal  load 
To  th’  borders  of  the  Weftern  road; 

Fierce  Phlegon , with  his  fellow  deeds. 

Now  puffs  and  pants,  and  blows,  and  bleeds, 

And  froths  and  fumes,  remembring  (till 
Their  lafhes  up  th*  Olympick  hill, 

Which  having  conquer’d,  now  difdain, 

The  whip,  and  champ  the  frothy  rein, 

And  with  a full  carier  they  bend 
Their  paces  to  their  journies  end  : 

Our  blazing  Tapour  now  hath  loft 
Her  better  half,  Nature  hath  croft 
Her  forenoon  book,  and  clear’d  that  fcore, 

But  fcarce  gives  truft  for  fo  much  more  ; 

And  now  their  generous  fap  forfakes 
Her  fei^grown  twig  : A breath  ev’n  (hakes 
The  down  ripe  fruit;  fruit  foon  divorc’d 
From  her  dear  branch,  untouch’d,  unforc’d. 

Now  Sanguin  Venus  doth  begin 
To  draw  her  wanton  colours  in. 

And  flees  negleded  in  difgrace. 

Whil’d  Mays  fupplies  her  luke-warm  place 
Blood  turns  to  choler:  Whatthisage 
Lofes  in  drength  it  finds  in  rage : 

That  rich  ennamel,  which  of  old. 

Damask’d  the  downy  cheek,  and  told, 

A a 3 
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A harmlefs  guilt,  unask’d,  is  new 
Worn  off  from  the  audacious  brow  • 
luxiarjous  dalliance,  midnight  revels5 
loofe  riot,  and  thofe  venial  evils 
Which  inconfiderate  youth  of  late 
Could  plead,  now  want  an  Advocate : 

And  what  appear’d  in  former  times 
Whifp’ring  as  faults , now  roar  as  crimes 5 
And  now  all  ye  whole  lips  were  wont 
To  drench  their  Coral  in  the  font 
Of  fork’d  Par  naff  us  ; you  that  be 
The  fonsof  Phoebus,  and  can  flee 
On  wings  of  fancy  to  difplay 
The  flag  of  high  invention,  flay, 

Repofe  your  quills  § your  veins  grow  fowre, 
Tempt  not  your  Salt  beyond  her  power  $ 

If  your  pall’d  fancies  but  decline, 

Cenfure  will  firike  at  every  line 
And  wound  your  names,  the  popular  ear 
Weighs  what  you  are,  not  what  you  were: 
Thus  hackney  like,  we  tire  our  age, 
Spur-gall’d  with  change  from  ftage  to  ftage? 


Hieroglyph.  XIII,  373 

Seed  thoitthe  daily  light  of  the  greater  World*  When  at- 
tained to  the  higheft  pitch  of  Meridian  glory , it  ftayeth  not , 
biit  by  the  fame  degrees ^ it  afeended , it  defeendeth , And  is 
the  light  of  the  lejfer  world  more  permanent  i Continuance  is 
the  child  of  Eternity , not  of  Time * 


EPIC,  13. 

To  the  young  man. 

Young  man,  rejoyce;  and  let  thy  rifing  days 
Gheer  thy  glad  heart : Think’ft  thou  tbefe  uphill  ways 
Lead  to  deaths  dungeon  ? No,  but  know  withal, 

A rifing  is  but  a Prologue  to  a fall* 

A a 4 
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Hieroglyph.  XIV. 

JOHN  12.  35. 

Tet  a little  while  is  the  light  with  you. 

I 

THe  day  grows  old,  the  low  pitch  lamp  hath  made 
No  lefs  than  treble  fhade, 

And  the  defcending  damp  doth  now  prepare 
T uncurl  bright  Titans  hair 
Whofe  Wedern  wardrobe  now  begins  t’  unfold 
Her  purples,  fring’d  with  gold, 

To  cloathhis  evening  glory,  vdien  th’ alarms 
Of  ref!  fliall  call  to  rdf  in  relllels  Thetis  arms, 

z 

Nature  now  calls  to  fupper,  to  refrefh 
The  fpirits  of  all  flefh  j 
The  toyling  plowman  drives  his  thirfty  teams, 

To  tade  the  flipp’ry  dreams : fc 

The  droiling  fwine-herd  knocks  away,  and  feads 
His  hungry  whining  gueds  ; 

The  box-bill  Ouzle,  and  the  dapled  Thrufh 
Like  hungry  rivals  meet  at  their  belayed*  bulU 

3 

And  now  the  cold  Autumnal  dews  are  feen 
To  cob-web  every  green  $ 

And  by  the  low-fliorn  Rowins  doth  appear 
The  fad-declining  year: 

The  fapiefs  branches  doff  their  fummer  fuits 
And  wain  their  winter  fruits  ^ 

And  dormy  blads  have  forc'd  the  quaking  trees 
To  wrap  Their  trembling  limbs  in  fuits^of  mofiy  freeze. 

Our 


V 


Hieroglyph.  XIV. 


!>/  ° 

4 

Our  wailed  Tapour  now  hath  brought  her  light 
To  the  nekt  door  to  night; 

Herfprighdefs  flames  grown  with  great  fnuff,  doth  tura 
Sad  as  her  neighb’ring  Urn : 

Her  flender  inch,  that  yet  unfpent  remains, 

Lights  but  to  further  pains. 

And  in  a filent  language  bids  her  guefl 
Prepare  his  weary  limbs  to  take  Eternal  reft,  ' 

$ 

Now  careful  age  hath  pitch’d  her  painful  plough 
Upon  the  furrow’d  brow  ^ 

And  fnowy  blafls  of  difcontented  care  / 

Have  blanch’d  the  falling  hair : 

Sufpicious  envy  mixt  with  jealous  lpighc 
Difturbs  his  weary  night : 

He  threatens  youth  with  age;  and  now  alas, 

He  owns  not  what  he  is,  but  vaunts  the  inan  he  was. 

6 

Gray  hairs,  puriue  thy  days,  and  let  thy  paft 
Read  Lectures  to  thy  lad: 

Tliofe  hafty  wings  that  liurry’d  them  away 
Will  give  theie  days  no  day : 

The  eonflant  wheels  of  Nature  fcorn  to  tire 
Until  her  works  expire  : 

That  blaft  that  nipt  thy  youth,  will  ruin  thee ; (tree. 
That  hand  that  fhook  the  branch  will  quickly  ftrikethe 
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Hieroglyph.  XIV.  377 

S.  CHRYS. 

Gray  hairs  are  honourable , when  the  behaviour  fuits  with 
gray  hairs : But  when  an  ancient  man  hath  cbildijh  manners ^ 
he  becometh  more  ridiculous  than  a child . 

SEN. 

Thou  art  in  vain  attained  to  old  )ears%  that  repeatejl  thy 
youthfulnefr . 


EPIG.  14. 

To  the  Youth. 

Seefl  thou  this  good  old  man?  hereprefcnts 
Thy  Future , thou,  his  Preterperfetf  tenfe  : 

Thou  goeft  to  labours,  he  prepares  to  reft: 
l hou  break’ft  thy  faft,  he  fups$  now  which  is  befH' 


Hieroglyph.  XV.  379 

PSALM  90.  10. 

x_  ’ • 

The  days  of  our  years  are  threefcore  years 
and  ten. . 

L 

SO  have  I feen  th’  illuftrious  prince of  Light 
Rifing  in  glory  from  his  Crocean  bed, 

And  trampling  down  the  horrid  (hades  of  night. 
Advancing  more  and  more  his  conqu  ring  head, 

Paufe  firft,  decline,  at  length  begin  to  fhroud 
His  fainting  brows  within  a cole-black  cloud . 

2 

So  have  I feen  a well-built  CafUe  Rand 
Upon  the  tip-toes  of  a lofty  hill, 

Whofe  aftive  pow’r  commands  both  fea  and  land,  ■ 
And  curbs  the  pride  of  the  befeag'rers  will: 

At  length  her  ag’d  foundation  tails  her  truft. 

And  lays  her  tott’ring  ruins  in  the  duft. 

j 

5 

So  have  I feen  the  blazing  Tapwr  fhooc 
Her  golden  head  into  the  teeble  air, 

Whofe  fliadow-gilding  ray  fpread  round  about,^ 

Makes  the  foul  face  of  black  brow'd  darkncfs  fair  ; 

Till  at  the  length  her  wafting  glory  fades, 

And  leaves  the  night  to  her  invetrate  (hades. 

4 

Ev’n  fo  this  little  world  of  living  day , 

The  pride  of  Nature , glorified  by  Art9 
Whom  Earth  adores,  and  all  her  Hafts  obey 
Ally’d  to  Heav'n  by  his  Diviner  part. 

Triumphs  a while,  then  droops,  and  then  decays. 
And  worn  by  age,  death  cancels  all  his  days. 


That 


380  Hieroglyph.  XV. 

1 . 1 

5 

That  glorious  Sun,  that  whilom  fhone  fo  bright* 

Is  now  ev’n  ravifh’d  from  our  darkned  eyes : 
Thatfturdy  Caftle,  mann’dwith  fo  much  might, 
Lies  now  a Monument  of  her  own  difguife: 

That  blazing  Tapour,  that  difdain’d  the  puff 
Of  troubled  Air,  fcarce  owns  the  name  of  fnuff. 


Poor  bed-rid  Man  ! Where  is  that  glory  now, 

Thy  Youth  fo  vaunted?  Where  that  Majeffy 
Which  fat  enthron’d  upon  thy  manly  brow  ? 

Where,  where  that  braving  arm  ? That  daring  eye  > 
Thofe  buxom  tunes?  Thofe  Bacchanalian  tones ; 
Thofe  fwelling  veins?  Thofe  marrow  flaming  bones? 

Thy  drooping  glory9 s blurr’d,  and  proftrate  lies 
Grov’ling  in  dull  ; and  frightful  horrour,  now. 
Sharpens  the  glaunces  of  thy  gafhful  eyes; 

Whilft  fear  perplexes  thy  diffracted  brow  : 

The  panting  bre'aft  vents  all  her  breath  by  groans. 
And  death  enerves  thy  marrow-wafted  bones. 


Thus  Man  that’s  born  cf  woman  can  remain 
But  a fhort  time  : His  days  are  full  of  forrow ; 

His  life’s  a penance  and  his  death’s  a pain; 

Springs  like  a flow’r  to  day,  and  fades  to  morrow ; 
His  breath’s  a bubble,  and  his  day’s  a [pan: 

’Tis  glorious  mifery  to  be  born  a Man . 
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33* 


When  eyes  are  dim,  ears  deaf,  vifage  pale,  teeth  decayed, 
skin  withered , breath  tainted , pipes  furred,  knees  trem- 
bling hands  fumbling,  feet  failing,  the  fudden  downfall  of 
thyflefbly  houfe  n ear  at  hand. 

■ ■ ( 

S.  AUGUS  t. 

All  vices  wax  old  by  age  • Covetoufnefs  a'onegroweth  young* 


V 


EPiG.  15 


To  the  infant. 


y 


What  he  doth  fpend  in  groans,  thou  fpend’ft  in  tea  - 
judgment  and  ftrength  s a!  i X c.  1 j J 5* 

He’s  helplefs,  fo  arc  diQR*,  what  difference  ftcn  ^ 

He’s  an  old  Infant , thou*,  a young  old  3(xn<* 
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Some  BOOKS  Printed  for  W.  Freeman 
at  the  Bible  in  Fleetftreet. 

THE  Devout  Communicant  exemplified  in  his  Behaviour 
Before,  At,  and  After  the  Sacrams&t  of  the  Lord  s 
Supper : Praftically  fuited  to  all  the  Parts  of  that  Solemn 
Ordinance.  The  Seventh  Edition.  Price  is.  6 d. 

An  Infallible  Way  to  Contentment  in  thqjhiiclft  of  Tub- 
lick  or  Perfonal  Calamities."  To  which  is  added,  a fe- 
cond  Part^  entituled,  The  Peace  arid  Joy  of  the  Soul  pro- 
cured and  preserved.1  Price!  2 s. 

The  whole  Duty  of  a Chrifttan / Pricer  1 /.*  6 d. 

An  Expo  fit  ion  of  the  Church  Catechifm , with  Scripture 
Proofs  in  Words  at  length/  By  the  Author  of  the  De- 
vout Communicant!?  PrjceS  is.  6 d. 

A Manual  of  Private  Devotions  and  Meditations:  with 
Directions  for  the  Sick.  By  the  Right  Reverend  Father 
in  God,  Lancelot  Andrews , late  Lord  Bifhcpof  Winche - 
fler.  Price  is.  6 d0 

Syftema  Horticulture : Or,  the  Art  of  Gardening:  In 
three  Eooks.  The  I.  treateth  of  the  Excellency,  Situa- 
tion, Soil,  Forms  Walks,  Arbours,  Springs,  Fountains, 
Water- works,  Grotto’s,  Statues,  and  other  Ornaments 
of  Gadcns-,  with  many  Rules  and  Directions  concern- 
ing the  fame.  The  If.  treateth  of  all  forts  of  Trees 
planted  for  Ornament  of  Shade,  Winter-Greens,  Flower- 
Trees  and  Flowers,  and  the  beft  Ways  and  Methods  of 
Bailing,  Planting,  and  Improving  them.  The  III*  treat- 
eth of  the  Kitchen-Garden,  and  of  the  variety  of  Plants 
propagated  for  Food  pr  any  Culinary  ufes:  Wkh  Rules 
and  InftruCtions  for  the  making  Hot-Beds,  altering  and 
enriching  any  fort  of  Garden-Ground  to  a very  great 
Improvement,  as  well  for  life  and  Profit  as  Ornament 
and  Delight.  Illuftrated  with  Sculptures  reprefenting 
the  Form  of  Gardens  according  to  the  neweft  Models. 
The  Fourth  Edition.  To  which  is  added.  The  Garil 
nets  Monthly  Directions.  By  J.  Wortidgei  ' Gent. 
Price  z a.  6 f 

rS*  Ar gains  and  Far  then!  a.  By  F.  Quarles,  is  now  ve- 
ry'neatly  Printed.  Price  1 s< 
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